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POEMS. 



THE LOST BOWBB. 



Is tbe pleasant orchard closes, 
' God bless ail our gains,' say we ; 
But ' May God bless all our losses,' 
Better suits with our degree. 
Listen, gentle — ay, and simple ! listen, children on the 
knee! 



Green tbe land is where my daily 
Steps in jocund childhood played, 
Dimpled close with hill and valley. 
Dappled very close with shade ; 
Summer-snow of apple blossoms running up from glade 
to glade. 
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S THE LOST BOWER. 

There ia is one Ml I see nearer 
In my visioD of the rest ; 
And a little nood seemB clearer 
As it climbeth from the west, 
Sidewaj &oin the tree-locked valley, to the airy upland 
crest. 

Small the wood ia, green with hazels, 
And, completing the ascent. 
Where the wind blows and son dazzles 
Thrills in leafy tremblement. 
Like a heart that, after climbing, beateth quickly through 
content. 

Not a step the wood advances 
O'et the opeu hill-top's bound. 
There, in green arrest, the branches 
See their image on the ground : 
You may walk beaeath them smiling, glad with sight 
and glad with sound. 

For you horken on your right hand. 
How the birds do leap and call 
In the greenwood, out of sight and 
Out of reach and fear of all ; 
And the squirrels crack the filberts through their 
cheerful madrTgal. 
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THE LOST BOWER. 3 

On your left, tLe sheep are cropping 
The slant grass and daisies pale, 
And five apple-trees stand dropping 
Separate ahadowfl toward the vale, 
Over which, in choral silence, the hills look you their 
'Allhaiir 

Far out, kindled by each other. 
Shining hills on hills arise, 
Close as brother lefme to brother 
When they press beneath the eyes 
Of some father praying blessings from the gifts of 
paradise. 

While beyond, above them mounted. 
And above their woods also, 
Malvern hills, for mountains counted 
Not unduly, loom a-row — 
Keepers of Piers Plowman's visions through the sun- 
shine and the snow.* 



Yet, in childhood, little prized I 
That fair walk and far survey. 
Twas a straight walk unadvised by 
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The leaat miachief worth a naj ; 
Up and down — as dull as grammar on the eve of holiday. 



But the wood, all close and cleDcbing 
Bough in bough and root in root, — 
No more sky (for over- branching) 
At your bead tban at your foot, — 
Oh, the wood drew me within it, by a glamour past 
dispute. 

Few and broken paths showed through it. 
Where the sheep had tried to run, — 
Forced with snowy wool to strew it 
Bound the thickets, when anon 
They, with silly thorn-pricked noses, bleated back into 
the sun. 



Bat my childish heart beat stronger 
Tban those tbickeU dared to grow : 
I could pierce them !_ I could longer 
Travel on, metbought, tban so. 
Sheep for sheep-paths I braver children climb and creep 
where they would go. 



And the poets wander, said I, 
Over places all as rude. 
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THE LOST BOWEB. 



Bold Einaldo's lovely kdy 
Sat« to meet him in a wood. 
Bosalinda, like a fountaiit, laugfaed out pure with solitude. 



And if Chaucer had not travelled 
Through a forest by a well. 
He had never dreamt nor marvelled 
At those ladies fair and .fell 
Who lived Bmiling without loving in their island-citadel. 



Thus I thought of the old singers. 
And took courage from their soug, 
Till my little struggling fingers 
Tore asunder gyve and thong 
Of the brambles which entrapped me, and the barrier 
branches strong. 



On a day, such pastime keeping, 
With a fawn's heart debonair, 
Under-crawlJBg, overleaping 
Thorns that prick and boughs that bear, 
I Stood suddenly astonied — I was gladdened unaware. 



Froid the place I stood in, floated 
Back the covert dim and close, 
And the open ground was coated 
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THE LOST JIOWEB. 



Carpet-smooth with grass and moaa, 
And the blue-bell's purple presence signed It wortbilj 



Here a linden-tree stood, br^htmng 
All adown its silver rind ; 
For as some trees draw the lightning, 
So this tree, unto m; mind. 
Drew to earth the blessed sunshine from the sky where 
it was shrined. 



Tall the linden-tree, and near it 
An old hawthorn also grew ; 
And wood-iv]' like a spirit 
Horered dimly round the two. 
Shaping thence that bower of beauty which I sing of 
thus to you. 



Twas a bower for garden fitter 
Than for any woodland wide. 
Though a fresh and dewy glitter 
Struck it through from side to side, 
Shaped and shaven was the freshness, as by garden- 
cunning plied. 
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THE LOST BOWEB. 



Oh, a lady might have oome there. 
Hooded fairly like her hawk. 
With a book or lute in summer. 
And a hope of sweeter talk, — 
Listeniog lesa to her own mnsic than for footsteps on 
the walk. 

Bat that bover appeared a marvel 
In the wildnesB of the place ; 
With such seeming art and travwl. 
Finely fixed and fitted was 
Leaf to leaf, the dark-green ivy, to the summit from 
the base. 

And the ivy veined and glossy 
Was enwrougbt with eglantine ; 
And the wild hop fibred closely. 
And the large-leaved colambine. 
Arch of door and window mullion, did right sylvanly 
entwine. 

Roee-trees either side the door were 
, Growing lithe and growing tall. 
Each one set a sammer warder 
For the keeping of the hall, — 
With a red rcae and a white rose, leaning, nodding at 
the wall. 



ta,i,.=db, Google 



O THE LOST BOWER. 

As I entered — rooesee hashiog 
Stole all noiBes from mj foot ; 
And a green elastic cusbioD, 
Clasped within the linden's root. 
Took me in a chair of silence very rare and absolnte. 



All the floor was pared with glory, 
Greenly, silently inlaid, 
(Through quick motions made before me) 
With fair counterparts in shade 
Of the fair serrated ivy-leaves which slanted overhead. 



' Is such pavement in a palace ? ' 
So I questioned in my thought. 
The sun, shining through the chalice 
Of the red rose bung without, 
Threw within a red libation, like an answer to my 
doubt. 



At the same time, on the linen 
Of my childish lap there fell 
Two white may-leaves, downward winning 
Through the ceiling's miracle. 
From a blossom, like an angel, out of sight yet blessing 
well. 
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THE L08T BOWER. U 

Down to floor and up to ceiling 
Quick I turned my childish face. 
With an innocent appealing 
For the secret of the place 
To the trees, which surely knew it, in partaking of the 
grace. 

Where's no foot of human creature. 
How could reach a human hand ? 
And if this be work of nature. 
Why has nature turned so bland, 
Breaking off from other wild work? It was hard to 
understand. 

Was she weary of rough'doing. — 
Of the bramble and the thorn ? 
Did she pause in tender rueing 
Here of all her sylvan scorn ? 
Or, in mock of art's deceiving, was the sudden mildness 
worn? 

Or could this same bower {I fancied) 
Be the work of Dryad strong. 
Who, aurviTing all that chanced 
In the world's old pe^n wrong, 
Lay hid, feeding in the woodland on the last true poet's 
song? 
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10 THE LOST BOffKR, 

Or was this the house of fairies, 
Left, because of the rough ways, 
TJoasaoiled by Ave Marys 
Which the passing pilgrim prays. 
And beyond St. Catherioe's chiraing on the blessed 
Sabbath days? 



So, young mnser, I Bat« listening 
To my fancy's wildest word. 
On a sudden, through the glistening 
Leaves around, a little stirred. 
Came a sound, a sense of music, which waa rather felt 
than heard. 



Softly, finely, it inwound me ; 
From the world it shut me in, — 
Like a fountain, falling round me. 
Which with silver waters thin 
Clips a little water Naiad sittiug smilingly within. 

Whence the music came, who knoweth ? 
I know nothing. But indeed 
Pan or Faunus never blowetb 
So much sweetness from a reed 
Which has sucked the milk of waters at the oldest 
riverbeHd. 
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THE LOST BOWEII. 11 

Never larii the son can waken 
With such sneetneBfi ! when the lark, 
The high planets overtaking 
In the half-evanished Dark, 
Casta his singing to their singing, like an arrow to the 
mark. 



Never nightingale so singeth. 
Oh, she leans on thoniy tree. 
And her poet^song she flingeth 
Over pain to victory ! 
Yet she never elngs such music,-— or sbesings it not to me. 



Never blackbirds, never thrushes. 
Nor small finches sing aa sweet, 
When the sun strikes through the hushes 
To their crimson clinging fpet, 
And their prettj eyes look sideways to the sninmer 
heavens complete. 

If it were a bird, it seemed. 
Most like Chaucer's, which, in sooth, 
He of green and azure dreamed. 
While it sate in spirit-ruth 
On that bier of a crowned lady, singing nigh her silent 
mouth. 
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IS THE LOST BOWED. 

If it were a bird ! — 8h, sceptic, 
Give me ' yea ' or give me ' nay ' — 
Tbough my eoul were nympholeptic, 
As I heard that virelaj. 
You may stoop your pride to pardon, for my sin is far away. 

I rose up in exaltation 
And au inward trembling heat. 
And (it seemed) in geste of passion 
Dropped the music to my feet 
Like a garment rustling downwards ! — such a silence 
followed it. 

Heart and head beat through the quiet 
Full and heavily, though slower. 
In the Bong, I think, and by it. 
Mystic Presences of power 
Had up-suatehed me to the Timeless, then returned me 
to the Hour. 

In a child-abstraction lifted. 
Straightway from the bower I past, 
Foot and eoul being dimly drifted 
Through the greenwood, till, at last. 
In the hill-top's open sunshine 1 all consciously was 
cast. 
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THE LOST BOWER 1 

Face to hce with the true mountains 
I atood eilentlj and still, 
Drawing Btrengtb from fancy's daon tings, 
From the olr about the hill, 
And from Nature's open mercies, and most debonair 
goodwill. 



Oh. the golden-bearted daisies 
Witnessed there, before mj youth, 
To the truth of tbiugs with praises 
Of the beauty of the truth. 
And I woke to Nature's real, laughing joyfully for both. 



And I said within me, laughing, 
I have found a bower to-day, 
A green lusos — fashioned half in 
Chance, and half in Nature's play — 
And a little bird sings nigh it, I will nevermore missay. 



Henceforth, I will be the fiiiry 
Of this bower not built by one ; 
I will go there, sad or merry, 
With each morning's benison. 
And the bird shall be my harper in the dream-hall I 
have won. 
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14. THB LOST BOWEB. 

So I said. Bat the next morning, 
( — Child, look up into my face — 
'Ware, oh sceptic, of jour Bcomiug I 
This ie troth in ite pure grace !) 
The next morning, all had Tftnisbed, or my wandering 
miesed the place. 

Bring an oath moat sylvan holy. 
And opon it ewear me true — 
By the wind-bells swinging slowly 
Their mute curfews in the dew. 
By the advent of the snow-drop, hy the rosemary and 
rue, — 

I affirm by all or any. 
Let the cause be charm or chance. 
That my wandering searches many 
Maged the bower of my romance-:- 
Thatlnevermore,upon it, turned my mortal countenance. 

I afSrm that, since I lost it, 
Never bower has seemed so fair ; 
Never garden-creeper crossed it, 
With so deft and brave an air — 
Never bird sung in the summer, as I saw and heard 
them there. 
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TEI LOST BOWXR. 16 

Day by day, with new desire, 
Toward my wood I nm in faith. 
Under leaf and OTer brier. 
Through the thickets, out of breath — 
Xiike the prince who rescued Beauty from the sleep as 
long as death. 

But his sword of mettle clashed, 
And his arm smote strong, I ween, 
And her dreaming spirit flasb^ 
Through her body's fair white screen, 
And the light thereof might guide him up the cedar 
alleys green.. 

But for me, I saw no splendour — 
All my sword was my child-heart ; 
And the wood refused surrender 
Of that bower it held aipait. 
Safe as CEdipus's grave-place, 'mid Colone's olivea swart. 

As Aladdin sought the basements 
His fair palace rose upon. 
And the four-and-twenty casements 
Which gave answers to the sun ; 
So, in wilderment of gazing I looked up, and I looked 
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10 THE LOST BOWEB. 

Years have vanished since as wholly 
As die little bower did then ; 
And you call it tender folly 
That Buch thoughts should come again ? 
Ah, I canaot change this sighing for your smiling, 
brother men I 



For this loss it did prefigure 
Other loss of better good. 
When my soul, in spirit-vigour, 
And in ripened womanhood. 
Fell from visbns of more beauty than an arbour in a 



I have lost — oh, many a pleasure, 
Mauy a hope, and mauy a power — 
Studious health, and merry leisure, 
The first dew on the first flower ! 
Bat the first of all my losses was the losing of the bower. 

I have lost the dream of Doing, 
And the other dream of Done, 
The first spring in the pursuing. 
The first pride in the Begun, — 
First recoil irom incompletlon, in the &ce of what is 
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Ex&ltations in fbe far light 
Where some cottage aa\j is ; 
Mild dejections in the starlight, ' 
Which the Badder-heart«d miBS ; 
And th» child-cheek blushing scarlet for the very shame 
of bliss. 



I have lost the sound child- sleeping 
Which the thunder could not break ; 

Something too of the strong leaping 
Of the staglike heart awake, 
Which the pale is low for keeping in the toad it ought 
to take. 



Some respect to social fictions 
Has been also lost b; me ; 
And some generous genuflexions. 
Which my spirit offered free 
To the pleasant old conventions of our false humanity. 

LIT. 

All my losses did I teU you. 
Ye, perchance, would look away ;— 
Ye would answer me, ' Farewell ! you 
Make sad company to-day, 
And youi tears are falling faster than the iHtter words 
you say.' 
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IS THK I.08T BOWZB. 

For God placed me like a dial 
In the open ground with power. 
And mj heart bad for its trial. 
All the sun and all the ehoner ! 
And I aufiered many losses, — and my first was of the 
bower. 

Laugh you ? If that loss of mine be 
Of no heaTy-seeming weight — 
When the c<«ie falls from the pine-tree. 
The young children laugh thereat; i 

Yet the wind that struck it, riseth, and the tempest shall 
be great. 

One who knew me in my childhood i 

In the glamour and the game. 

Looking on me long and mild, would i 

Never know me for the same. 
Come, unchanging recollections, where those changes 



By this conch I weakly lie on. 
While! coQDt my memories, — 
Through the fingers which, stjll sighing. 
I press closely on mine eyes, — 
Clear as once beneath the sunshine, I behold the' bower 
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THE LOST BOWBB. 10 

Springs the lindea-tree as greenly. 
Stroked with light adown its rind ; 
Aad the ivy-leaves serenely 
Each in either entertwined ; 
And the rose-treee at the doorway, they have neither 
grown nor pined. 

From those overblown feint roses 
Not a leaf appeareth shed. 
And that little bud discloBes 
Not a thorn 'a-breodth more of red 
For the winters and the summers which have passed me 
overhead. 

And that music overfloweth, 
Sudden sweet, the sylvan eaves. 
Thrush or nightingale — who ksoweth? 
Fay or Faunus — who believes ? 
But my heart still trembles in me, to the trembling of 
the leaves. 

Is the bower lost, then ? who sayeth 
That the bower indeed is lost ? 
Hark I my spirit in it prayeth 
Through the sunshioe and the frost, — 
And the prayer preserves it greenly, to the last and 
uttermost. 
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so THE LOST BOWSR. 

Till another open for me 
lu God'e Eden-land unknown, 
With an angel at the doorway, 
White with gazing at His Throne, 
And a saint's voice in the palm-trees, 
is lost . . . and won / ' 
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A SONG AGAINST SINGING. 



Thet bid me amg to thee, , 

Tbou goldeu-faaired and ailver-Toic6d child, — 
With lips by no worse sigh than sleep's defiled. 
With eyes unknowing how louv dim the sight, 
And feet all trembling at the new dehght 

Treaden of earth to be ! 



Ah no I the lark may bring 
A song to thee from out the morning cloud, 
The merry river from its lilies bowed, 
The brisk rain from the trees, the lucky wind. 
That half doth make its musio, half doth find, — 
But I — I may not sing. 
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!3 A BONO AGAINST BINSIHG. 

How could I think it right, 
New-comer od our earth as, Sweet, thou art. 
To bring a veree from out an human heart 
Made heavy with accumulated tears. 
And croBs with Buch amount of weary years 

Thy day-sum of delight ? 



Even if the verse were ewd. 
Thou, who wouldst clap thy tiny hands to hear 
The wind or rain, gay bird or river clear, 
Wouldst, at that sound of sad hnmanities. 
Upturn thy bright uncomprehending eyes 

And bid me play instead. 



Therefore no song of mine, — 
But prayer in place of singing; prayer that would 
Commend thee to the new-creating God, 
Whose gift ia childhood's heart without its stain 
■ Of weakness, ignorance, and changii^ Ywn — 
That gift of God be thine I 



So wilt thou aye be young, 
In lovelier childhood than thy shining brow 
And pretty winning accents make thee now. 
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A BONO AQAINST SIKOIKa. S 

Yea, sweeter than this scarce articulate flound 
(How sweet !) of ' btfaer,' ' mother,' shall be found 
The Abba on thy toogae. 



And so, as years shall chase 
Each other's shadows, thou wilt less resemble 
Thy fellows of the earth who toil and tremble. 
Than him thou seest not, thine angel bold 
Yet meek, whose ever-lifted eyes behold 

The Ever-loTing'B face, 



WINE OF OTPETJS. 



If old Baccbna ^ere the speaker 

He would tell you with a Bigh, 
Of the CypruH in this beaker 

I am sipping like a fly, — 
Like a fly or gnat on Ida 

At the hour of goblet-pledge, 
By queen Juao brushed aside, a 

Full white arm-aweep, from the edge. 

Sooth, the drinkiDg should be ampler 

When the drink is so divine, 
And some deep-mouthed Qreek exampler 

Would become your Cyprus wine, 
Cyclop's mouth migbt plunge aright in. 

While his one eye over-leered — 
Nor too large were mouth of Titan, 

Drinking rivers down bia beard. 
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fan might dip his head ao d«ep in, 

That his ears alone pricked out. 
Fauns around him, pressing, leaping. 

Each one pointing to his throat ; 
While the Naiads, like Bacchantes, 

Wild, with uma thrown out to waste. 
Cry, — ' earth, that thou wouldst grant a. 

Springs to keep, of such a taste 1 ' 



Bat for me, I am not worthy 

After gods and Greeks to drink. 
And mj lips are pale and earthy 

To go hathing from this brink. 
Since you heard them speak the last time. 

They have &ded from their blooms. 
And the lat^hter of my pastime 

Has learnt silence at the tombs 



Ah, my iriend 1 the antique drinkers 

Crowned the cup and crowned the brow. 
Can I answer the old thinkers 

In the forms they thought of, now ? 
Who will fetch from garden-closes 

Some new garlands while I speak. 
That the forehead, crowned with roses. 

May strike scarlet down the cheok ? 
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WIME OF OIPBUS. 

Do not mock mo ! with my mortal, 

Siiitfi no wreath again, indeed. 
I am Bad-voiced as the turtle 

Which AnacreoQ need to feed. 
Yet as that same bird demurely 

Wet her beak in cup of his. 
So, without a garland, surely 

I may touch the brim of this. 



Go, — let others praise the Chian ! — 

Thia is soft as Muses' string. 
This is tawny as Rhea's lion. 

This is rapid as his spring. 
Bright as Paphia's eyes e'er met us,' 

Light as ever trod her feet ! 
And the brown baes of Hymettus 

Make their honey not so sweet. 



Very copious are my praises. 

Though I sip it like a fly ! — 
Ah — but, sipping, — times and places 

Change before me suddenly. 
As Ulysses' old libation 

Brew the ghosts from every part. 
So your Cyprus wine, dear Grecian, 

Stirs the Hades of my heart 
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WINE OF OTPEDS. 

And I think of those long mornings 

Whicb mj thought goes far to seek. 
When, betwixt the folio's turnings, 

Solemn flowed the rhythmic Greek. 
Fast the pane the mountain apreoding. 

Swept the sheep-bell's tinkling noise. 
While a girlish voice was reading. 

Somewhat low for ot s and « s. 



Then, what golden hours were for us t— 

While we sate together there. 
How the white vests of the chorus 

Seemed to wave up a live air I 
How the cothuma trod majestio 

Down the deep iambic lines, 
And the rolling anapeestic 

Curled like vapour over ahrines 1 



Oh, our ^schylua, the thunderous! 

How he drove the bolted breath 
Through the cloud, to wedge it ponder 

In the gnarled oak beneath. 
Oh, our Sophocles, the royal. 

Who was bom to monarch's place, 
And who made the whole world loyal, 

Less by kingly power than grace. 
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wmK OF cipaus. 
xn. 
Our Eoripides, the human, 

With his droppings of warm teure, 
And his toiichaa of things commoD 

Till they rose to touch th« spheres I 
Our TheocrituH, our Bion, 

And our Pindar's shining goals !— 
These <ie;;e cup-bearers undying, 

Of the wine that's meant for souls. 



And my Plato, the divine one, 

If men knov the gods aright 
By their motions as they shine on 

With a glorious trail of light !— 
And your noble Christian bishops. 

Who mouthed grandly the last Greek ! 
Though the sponges on their hyssops 

Were distent with wine — too weak. 



Yet, yotff Chrysostom, yon prMsed hi 

As a liberal mouth of gold ; 
And your Basil, you upraised him 

To the height of speakers old. 
And we both praised Heliodorus 

For his secret of pure lies, — 
Who forged first his linked stories 

Id the heat of lady's eyes. 
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WINE OP CIPRUS. 



And wo both praised your Synesins 

For the fire shot up hb odes. 
Though the Church was scarce propitiouB - 

As he whistled dogs and gods. 
And we both praised Nazianzen 

For the fervid heart and speech. 
Oiily I eschewed hie glancing 

At the lyre bang out of reach. 



Do you mind that deed of Ate 

Which yon bound me to so fast,— 
Beading * De Vii^nitate,' 

From the first line to the last ? 
How I said at ending, solemn. 

As I turned and looked at you. 
That St. Simeon on the column 

Had had somewhat less to do ? 



For we sometimes gently wrangled, 

Very gently, be it said, 
Since our thoughts were disentangled 

By no breaking of the thread I 
And I charged you with extortions 

On the nobler fames of old — 
Ay, and sometimes thought your Porsons 

Stained the purple they would fold. 
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WINB OF OYPECS. 



For the rest — a mystic moaning, 

Eept Caasaodra at the gate. 
With wild eyes the vision shone in. 

And vide nostrils scenting fate. 
And FrometheuB. bound in passion 

By brute Force to the blind atone. 
Showed ua looks of invocation 

Turned to ocean and the sun. 



And Medea ne aaw bnniing 

At her nature's planted stahe : 
And proud (Edipus fate-scoming 

While the cloud came on to break — 
While the cloud came on slow — slower. 

Till he stood discrowned, resigned ! — 
But the reader's voice dropped lower 

When the poet called him blind. 



Afa, my gossip ! you were older. 

And more learned, and a man ! — 
Tet that shadow, the enfolder 

Of jour quiet eyelids, ran 
Both our spirits to one level. 

And I turned from hill and lea 
And the summer-sun's green revel. 

To your eyes that couU not see. 
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WINK OF CIFBUS. 

Noff Christ Mess pu with the one light 

Which goes shining night and day ! 
Maf the floirors irhich grov in sunlight 

Shed their fragrance in your nay ! 
Ib it not right to remember 

All your kindness, friend of mine, 
When we two sate in the chamber, 

And the poets poured ns wine ? 



So, to come back to the drinking 

Of this Cyprus, — it is well. 
But those memories, to my thinking. 

Make a better cenomel ; 
And whoever be the speaker. 

None can murmur with a sigb. 
That, in drinking from that beaker, 

I am sipping like a fly. 



A EHAP80DY OF LIFE'S PEOQE-ESS. 



We are borne into life — it is aweet, it is strange. 
We lie still on the knee of a mild Myeteiy, 

Which smiles with a change ! 
But we doubt not of changes, we knon not of spaces. 
The Heavens seem as near as our own mother's f§ce is, 
And we tliink we could touch all the stars that we see ; 
And the milk of our mother is white on our mouth ; 
And, with small childbh hands, we are turning around 
The apple of Life which another has found ; 
It is warm with our touch, not with sun of the south, 
And we connt, as we turn it, the red side for four. 
Life, Beyond, 
Thou art sweet, thou art strange evermore, 

* A Bmall volume, bj an American poet — as ramukable in 
thonght and manner for a vital ainew; vigoor, aa tlie right arm of 
FatModer. lUi. 
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A BHAPSOQI OF UFE S PfiOOREaS. 33 

Then all things look atnuige in the pure golden cether: 
We walk through the gardens with hands linked together. 

And the lilies look lai^e ae the trees ; 
And as load aa the birds, sing the bloom-loving bees. 
And the birds sing like angels, so mystical-fine, 
And the cedars are brushing the archangel's feet. 
And time is eternity, lore is divine. 

And the world is complete. 
Now, God bless the child, — father, mother, respond ! 
O Life, Beyond. 

Thou art strange, thou art sweet. 



Then we leap on the earth with the armour of youth. 

And the earth rings agaio, 
And we breatbe out, '0 beauty,' — we cry out, '0 truth,' 
And the bloom of our IJpa drops with wine. 
And our blood runs amazed 'neath the calm hyaline. 
The earth cleaves to the foot, the son bums to the 

brain, — 
What is this exultation? and what this despair? — 
The strong pleasure is smiting the nerves into pain. 
And we drop from the Fair aa we climb to the Fair, 

And we lie in a trance at its feet ; 
And the breath of an angel cold-piercing tho air 

Breathes fresh on our faces in swoon. 
And ve think him so near he is this side the sun. 
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I RHAPSODT OF LIFE S PROaBESS. 



And we wake to a whisper self-munnured and fond, 
O Life, Beyond, 
Thou art strange, thou art sweet ! 



And the winds and the waters in pastoral measures 
Qo winding around ub, with roll upon roll. 
Till the soul lies within in a circle of pleasures 

Which hideth the soul. 
And we run with the stag, and we leap with the horse, 
And we a wim with the fish through the broad water-course. 
And we strike with the falcon, and hunt with the hound. 
And the jo; which is in ns, flies out by a wound. 
And we shout so aloud, 'We exult, we rejoice,' 
That we lose the low moan of our brothers around. 
And we shout so adcep down creation's profound, 

"We are deaf to God's voice. 
And we bind the rose-garland on forehead and ears 

Yet we are not ashamed, 
And the dew of the roses that runneth unhlamed 
Down our cheeks, is not taken for tears. 
Help us, God, trust us, man, love us, woman ! ' I hold 
Thj small head in my hands, — with its grapelets of gold 
Growing bright through my fingers, — like altar for oath, 
'Neath the vast golden spaces like witnessing faces 
That natch the eternity strong in the troth — 

I love thee, I leave thee. 

Live for thee, die for thee I 
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A BHAPSODY OF LIFE'S FROaKESS. S5 

I prove thee, deceive thee, 

Uado evermore thee ! 
Help me, GoA, slay me, man ! — one is mooming for both.' 
And ve stand up though young near the funeral-sheet 
Which covers the Ceesar and old Fharamond, 
And death is bo nigh us, life cools from its heat. 

O Life, Beyond, 

Art tliou fair, — art thou sweet ? 



Then we act to a purpose — we spring up erect 
We will tame the wild mouths of the wilderness-steed a, 
We will plough up the deep in the ships double-decked. 
We will build the great cities, and do the great deeds, 
Stiike the steel upon steel, strike the soul upon soul. 
Strike the dole on the weal, overcoming the dole. 
Let the cloud meet the cloud in a grand thunder-roll ! 
' While the eagle of Thought rides the tempest in scorn. 
Who cares if the lightning is burning the com ? 
Let us sit OD the thrones 
In a purple sublimity. 
And grind down men's bones 
To a pale unanimity. 
Speed me, God! — serve me, man! — lam god over men 
When I speak in my cloud, none shall answer again. 
'Neath the stripe and the bond. 

Lie and mourn at my feet ! ' — 
O thou Life, Beyond, 

Thou art strange, thou art sweet ! 
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ae A RHAPSODY OP LIFES PROaBESS. 

Then we grow into tbooght, — and with inward Mcenaions 

Touch the hounds of our Being, 
We lie in the dark here, swathed doubl; around 
With our seneual relations and social conventions. 
Yet are 'ware of a sight, yet are 'ware of a sound 

Beyond Hearing and Seeing, — 
Are aware that a Hades rolls deep on all sides 

With its infinite tides 
About and above us, — until the strong arch 
Of our life creaks and bends as if ready for falling, 
And through the dim rolling, we hear the sweet calling 
Of spirits that apeak in a soft under-tongne 
The sense of the mystical march. 
And we cry to them softly, ' Gome nearer, come nearer, 
And lift up the lap of this Dark, and speak clearer. 

And teich us the song that ye sung.' 
And we smile in our thought if they answer or no. 
For to dream of a sweetness is sweet aa to know. 
Wonders breathe in our face 

And we ask not their name ; 

Love takes all the blame 
Of the world's prison-place. 
And we sing back the songs as we guesa them, aloud ; 
And we send up the lark of our music that cuts 

Untired through the cloud. 
To beat with its wings at the lattice Heaven shuts ; 
Yet the angels look down and the mortals look up 

As the little wings beat, 
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A RHAPSODY OF LIFE S PSOGBESS. 3 

And the poet is blessed with their pit; or hope. 
Twist the heaveus and the earth can a poet despond ? 
, O Life, O Beyond, 
Thou art strange, thou art sweet ! 



Thea vre wring from our souls their applicative strength. 
And bend to the cord the strong bow of our ken. 
And bringing our liTes to the level of others 
Hold the cup ne have filled, to their uses at length. 
' Help me, God ! love me, man ! I am man among men. 

And my life is a pledge 

Of the ease of another's ! ' 
From the fire and the water we drive out the steam 
With a rush and a roar and the speed of a dream ; 
And the car without horses the car without wings 

Boars onvrard and flies 

On its grey iron ei^e, 
'Neath the heat of a Thought sitting still in our eyes. 
And our hand knots in air, with the bridge that it flings, 
Two peaks far disrupted by ocean and akies, 
And, lifting a fold of the smooth-flowing Thames, 
Draws under the world with its turmoils and pothers. 
While the swans float on softly, untouched in their, calms 
By humanity's hum at the root of the springs. 
And with reacbings of Thought we reach down to the 
deeps 

Of the souls of our brothers, — 
We teach them fuU words with our slon-moving lips. 
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98 A XHAFSODI OF LIFES PBOGBtSS. 

'God,' 'Liberty,' 'Truth,' — which they barken and 

think 
And work into hArmony, link npon link. 
Till the silver meets round the earth gelid and dense. 
Shedding Bparks of electric responding intense 

On the dark of eclipse. 
Then we hear through the silence and glory afar, 

As from shores of a star 
In aphelion, the new generations that cry 
Disenthralled by our voice to harmonious reply, 

' God,' ' Liberty,' ' Truth ! ' 

We are glorious forsooth — 

And our name hss a seat. 
Though the shroud should be donned. 

Life, Beyond, 
Thou art strange, thou art sweet 1 



Help me, God — help me, man ! I am low, I am weak — 
Death loosens my sinews and creeps in my veins. 
My body is cleft by these wedges of paina 

From my spirit's serene. 
And I feel the exteme and inBensate creep in 

On my organised clay. 

I sob not, nor shriek, 

Tet I faint fast away ! 
I am strong in the spirit, — deep-thoughted, clear- 
eyed, — 
I oould walk, step for step, with an angel bedde. 
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A BHAPSODI OF USES FBOQKEBS, 

On the beaven-beigbis of troth 1 
Oh, the Boul keeps its jouth, 
But the hodj faints sore, it is tired in the race, 
It sinks from the chariot ere reaching the goal, 
It is weak, ft is cold. 
The rein drops from its bold — 
It sinks back, with the death in ita face. 
On, chariot — on, soul. 
Ye are all the more fleet — 
Be alona at the goal 
Of the strange and the sweet 1 



Love lis, God, love us, man I we believe, we achieve— 
Let us love, let us live. 
For the acts correspond ; 
We are glorious — and die I 
And sgain on the knee of a mild Mystery 
That smiles with a change, 
Here we lie. 
Death, O Beyond, 
Thou art sweet, thou art strange I 



A LA¥ or THE EAKLT KOSE. 

- — ■ — 'dJKWitlBnce that can occonL' 

ROHADBT or IBE B 

A KOSE once grew within 

A garden April-green, 
In her loneuess, in her loneness, 
And the fairer for that oneness. 

A white rose delicate 

On a tall bough and straight. 

Earl; comer, early comer. 

Never waiting for the summer. 

Her pretty gestes did win 

South winds to let her in, 
In her loneness, in her loneness, 
All the fairer for that oneness. 

' For if I wait,' said she, 

' Till time for roses be, — 
For the mosB-rose and the muak-rose. 
Maiden-blush and royal-dusk rose, — 
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A lAT OF THE EARL I B03K, 

' What glory tben for me 

In Buch a company ? — 
RoaeB plenty, xobob plenty, 
And one u^htisgale for twenty ? 

' Nay, let me in,' said eho, 
' Before the rest are free, — 

In my lonenesa, in my Ion en ess. 

All the fairer for that oneness. 

' For I would lonely stand 

Uplifting my white band, 
On a mission, on a mission, 
To declare the coming vision. 

' Upon which lifted sign, 
What worship will be mine?. 
What addressing, what caressing. 
And what than^B and praise and blessing ! 

' A windlike joy will rush 
Through every tree and hush, 

Bending softly in afiection 

And spontaneous bBnediction. 

' Insects, that only may 

Lire in a sunbrigbt lay, 
To my whiteness, to my whiteness. 
Shall be drawn, as to a brightness, — 
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A LAX OF THE EABLY BOSK, 

' And eTery moth and bea. 
Approach me reTerentlj, 

Wheeling o'er me, wheeling o'er me, 

Coronals of motioned glory. 

' Three larks ehall leave a cloud. 
To my whiter beauty vowed. 
Singing gladly all the mooatide, 
Never waiting for the Buntide, 

' Ten nightingales shall flee 
' Their woods for love of mo, 
Singing sadly all the suntide. 
Never waiting for the moontide. 

' I ween the very skies 
Will look down with sarprise, 
When low on earth they see me 
With my starry aspect dreamy. 

' And earth will call her flowers 
To hasten out of doors ; 
By their curtsies and sweet- smelling, 
To give grace to my foretelling.' 

So praying, did she win 
South winds to let her in, 
In her loneness, in her loneneaa, 
And the fairer for that oneness. 
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A lAI or THE KABLT BOSK. 

Bat ah, — alas for her 1 

No thii^ did mimster 
To her praises, to her praises, 
Afore than might unto a daisy's. 

Ho tree nor bush was seen 
To boast a perfect green. 
Scarcely having, scarcely having 
One leaf broad enough for vraving. 

The little flies did crawl 
Along the soathem wall. 
Faintly ehifling, £iintly shifting 
WingB scarce long enough for lifting. 

The lark, too high or low, 

I ween, did miss her so, 

With his nest down in the gorses. 

And hia song in the atar-coursea. 

The nightingale did please 

To loiter beyond seas. 
Guess him in the Happy islands. 
Learning music from the silenca. 

Only the.bee, forsooth. 
Came in the place of both. 
Doing honour, doing honour 
To the honey-dews upon her. 



The Bkies looked coldly down 

Afl on a rojal crown ; 
Then with drop for drop, at leisure,. 
The; began tc rain for pleasure. 

Whereat the Earth did eeem 

To wakea from a dream, 
Winter-frozen, winter-frozen. 
Her unquiet eyes uacloaing — 

Said to the Rose, ' Ha, Snow ! 

And art thou fallen so ? 
Thou, who wast enthroned stately 
All along my mountains lately? 

' HoUa,' thou world-wide snow ! 

And art thou wasted so ? 
With a little bough to catch tbee. 
And a little bee to watch thee? ' 

— Poor Sose, to be misknown ! 

Would, she had ne'er been blown. 
In her lonenesa, in her lonenees, 
All the sadder for that oueneas '. 

Some word she tried to say. 
Some no .... ah, wellawaj I 
But the passion did o'ercome her. 
And the fair frail leaves dropped from her. 
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A J^Y OF THE EABLY ROSE. 

Dropped from her, fair and mute, 

Close to a poet's foot. 
Who beheld them, smiling slowly. 
As at something sad yet holy, — 

Said, ' Verily and thus 

' It chances too with m» 
Poets, singing sweetest snatches 
While that deaf men keep the watches : 

' Vaunting to come hefore 

Our own age evermore. 
In a loneness, in a loueness, 
And the nobler for that o 



' Holy in Toice and heart. 
To high ends, set apart ! 
All unmated, all unmated. 
Just because so consecrated. 

' But if alone we be. 
Where is our empery? 
And if none can reach our stature. 
Who can mete our lofty nature ? 

' What bell will yield a tone. 
Swung in the air alone ? 
If no brazen clapper bringing, 
Who can hear the chimdd ringing? 
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A LAT OF THE KARLT BOBE. 

' Wh&t angel, bot would aeem 
To senBoat ejsB, ghost-dim ? 

And without assimilatioD, 

Vain is inter-penetration. 

' And thus, what can we do, 

Poor rose and poet too, 
Who botii antedate our mission 
In an unprepared season ? 

* Drop leaf— be flilent song ! 
Cold things we come among. 

We mnst warm them, we must warm them, 
Ere we ever hope to charm thom. 

' Howbeit ' (here his face 
L^ht«ned around the place, — 

So to mark the outward turning 

Of his spirit's inward burning) 

* Something it is, to hold 
In Ood's worlds manifold. 

First repealed to creature-duty. 
Some new form of his mild Beauty. 

' Whether that form respect 

The sense or intellect. 
Holy bo in mood or meadow. 
The Chief Beauty's sign and shadow! 
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A lAT OF THE EARLT BOSE. 

' Holy, in me and thee. 
Rose fallen from the tree, — 

Though the world stand dumh aronnd na. 

All unable to expound ne. 

' Though none ns deign to bless, 



Blessed still and consecrated, 
In that, rose, we were created. 

' Oh, shame to poet's lays, 
Sung for the dole of praise,— 
Hoarsely snng upon the highway 
With that obolum da miht ! 

' Shame, shame to poet's soul 
Fining for such a dole. 
When Heaven-choseu to inherit 
The high throne of a chief spirit ! 

' Sit still upon your thrones, 

ye poetic ones I 
And if. Booth, the world decry you. 
Let it pass nnchallenged by you ! 

'Ye t« yourselves suffice. 
Without its flatteries. 
Self-contentedly approve you 
Unto Bm who sits above you, — 
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A LAY OF THE EARL7 ROSE. 

' In prayers — that upward mount ■ 
Like to a fair-aunned. foant 
Which, in gashing back upon you, 
Hath an upper music won you. 

' Id faith — that still perceives 
No rose can shed her leaves, 

Far less, poet fell from mission. 

With an uufulfilled fruition. 

' In hope — that apprehends 
Ad eud beyoDd these ends. 
And greaf uses rendered duly 
By the meaoestaoug aung truly. 

' Id thanks — for all the good 

By poets understood — 
For the sound of seraphs moving 
Down the hidden depths of loving, — 

* For sights of thiDgs away 
Through fissures of the clay, 
Promised things which shall be given 
ADd sung over, up in Heaven, — 

' For life, ao lovely-vain, 

For death, which breaks the chain, - 
For this sense of present sweetness, — 
And this yearning to completeness ! ' 
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THE POET AND THE BIRD. 



Said a people to a poet — ' Oo out from among us 
straightway ! 
While we are thinking earthlj things, thoa eingeat of 
divine. 
There's a little fair brown nightingale, who, sitting in 
the gateway. 
Makes fitter music to our ear, than any song of 
thine I ' 



The poet went oat weeping — the nightingale ceased 
chanting, 
'Now, wherefore, O thou n^dngale, is all thy 
sweetness done ? * 
— ' I cannot sing my earthly things, the hesTOnly poet 
wanting, 
Whose highest harmony includes the lowest under 
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00 THE POET AND THE BIBD. 

The poet went oat neepiDg, — and died abroad, bereft 
there. 
The bird flew to his gnre and died amid a thousand 

And, when I last came bj the place, I swear the music 
left there 
Was only of the poet's song, and not the nightingale's. 
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THE CBT OF THE HUMAN. 



' There is no Qod,' tbe fooliah saitb, 

But none, ' There is no sorrow.' 
And nature oft, the erf of ftdth, 

In bitter need nill borrow : 
Ejes, which the preacher could uot school, 

By wayside graves are ndsM, 
And lips Bay, ' God be pitiful,' 

Who ne'er said, ' God be prds^d,' 

Be pilifbl, God ! 



The tempest stretches from tbe steep 

The shadow of its coming. 
The beasts grow tame, and near us creep, 

Aa help were in the homEin; 
Yet, while the cloud-wheels roll and grind. 

We spirits tremble under I — 
The bills have echoes, but we find 

No answer for tbe thunder. 

Be pitiful, God! 
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THE CBY OF THE HUHAN. 

The battle hurtles ou tho plaias, 

Earth feels new scytheB upon her. 
We reap our brothers for the wains. 

And call the harreat . . honour ; 
Draw face to face, front line to line, 

One im^e alt inherit, — 
Then kill, curse on, by that same sign, 

Claj, clay, — and spirit, spirit. 

Be pitiful, God I 



The plE^ue runs festering through the town, 

And never a bell is tolling. 
And corpses, jostled 'neath the moon. 

Nod to the dead-cart's rolling. 
The young child calleth for the cup. 

The strong man brings it weeping ; 
The mother from her babe looks up. 

And shrieks away its sleeping. 

Be pitiful, God ! 



The plague of gold strikes fitr and near. 

And deep and strong it enters. 
This purple chimor which we wear. 

Makes madder than the centaur's : 
Our thoughts grow blank, our words grow strange, 
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THB CRY OF THE HDIUN. 

We cheer the pale gold-diggers — 
Each soul U north bo much on 'Change, 
And marked, like abeep, with figores. 

Be pitiful. God ! 

The curse of gold upon the land 

The lack of bread enforces. 
The isil-cars enort from strand to strand. 

Like more of D ath's White horses I 
The rich preach 'rights ' and future days. 

And hear no angel scofGug, — 
The poor die mute— with starving gaze 

On corn-ships in the offing. 

Be pitiful, God > 



We meet together at the feast, 

To private mirth betake ue ; 
We stare down in the winecup, leat 

Some TEcnnt chair should shake us. 
We name delight, and pledge it round — 

' It shall be ours to-morrow ! * 
God's seraphs, do your voices sound 

As sad in naming sorrow ? 

Bepitifiil, God; 

We at together, with the skies, 
The flted&st skies, above us, 
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THE CBT OF THB HVIUM. 

We look into each other'a eyes, 

' And how long will yoa love na ? ' — 

The eyes grow dim with prophecy, 
The voices, low and breathless, — 

' Till death us part I ' — words, to be 
Our belt, for love the deathless ! 

Be pitiful, God ! 



We tremble by the harmless bed 

Of one loved and departed. 
Our t«ar8 drop on the lips that said 

Last night, ' Be stronger-hearted ! ' 
Ood, — to clasp those fingers cloee, 

And yet to feel so lonely ! — 
To see a light apou such brows, 

Which is the dayhght only ! 

Be pitiful, God ! 



The ba[f y children come to us, 

And look np in our faces. 
They ask us — Was it thus, and thus, 

When we were in their places ? — 
We cannot speak ; — we see anew 

The hills we used to live in, 
And feel oar mother's smile press throi^h 

The kisses she is giving. 

Be pitiful, O God ! 
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THE CRT or THE HUIUN. 

We pray together at the kirk. 

For mercy, mercy, solely. 
Hands neary with the evil work, 

We lift them to the Holy. 
The corpse ia calm below our knee, 

Ite spirit, bright before Thee — 
Between them, worse than either, we — 

Without the rest of glory ! 

Be pitiful, God I 



We leave the comnraning of men. 

The murmur of the passions, ■ 
And live alone, to live again 

With endless generations. 
Are we bo brave ? — The sea and sky 

In silence lift their mirrors. 
And, glassed therein, our spirits high 

Recoil from their own terrors. 

Be pitiful. God ! 



We sit on hills our childhood wist. 
Woods, hamlets, streams, beholding : 

The snn strikes through the farthest mist. 
The city's spire to golden. 

The city's golden spire it was. 
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THE CBT OF THE HUMAN. 

When hope and health were BtFongaat, 
But novr it is the churchyard grass 
We look upon the longest. 

Be pitiful, O God I 



And soon all vision waxeth dull — ■ 

Men whisper, ' He is dying : ' 
We cry no more ' Be pitiful 1 ' 

We have no strength for ciying. 
No strength, no need. Then, soul of mine, 

Look up and triumph rather — 
Lo, in the depth of God's Divine, 

The Son adjures the Father, 

Be pitiful, O God 
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I WILL paint her as I see her. 
Ten times have the lilies blown, 
Since she looked upon the sun. 

And her face is lily-clear, 

Lily-shaped, and dropped in daty 
To the law of its own beauty. 

Oval cheeks encolonred faintly. 
Which a trail of golden hair 
Keeps from fading off to air : 

And a forehead fair and saintly, 
Which two blue eyee nndershine. 
Like meek prayers before a shrine. 

Face and figure of a child, — 

Though too calm, you think, and tender, 
For the childhood you n-onld lend her. 
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A PORTBilT. 

Yef child-simple, undefiled, 
Frank, obedient, — waiting still 
On the turnings of your vill. 

Moving light, as all youi things, 
As young birds, or early wheat. 
When the wind hlows over it. 

Only, free from fluttariags 
Of loud mirth that scometh tu 
Taking love for her chief pleasure. 

Choosing plensures, for the rest. 
Which come softly — just as she. 
When she nestles at your knee. 

Quiet talk she liketh best, 
In a bower of gentle looka, — 
Watering flowers, or reading books. 

And her voice, it murmurs lowly. 
As a silver stream may run. 
Which yet feels, you feel, the sun. 

And her smile, it seems half holy. 
As if drawn from thoughts more fax 
Than our common jestings are. 

And if any poet knew her. 
He would sing of her with folh 
Used in lovely madrigals. 
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And if any painter drew her, 
He would paint her unaware 
With 4 halo round the hair. 

And if reader read the poem, 

He would whisper — ' You have doile a 
Consecrated little Una.' 

And a dreamer (did joa show him 
That same picture) would exclaim, 
' Tis mj angel, with a name ! ' 

And a stranger, when he sees her 
In the street even — emileth stilly, 
Just as you would at a lily. 

Aud all voices that address her. 
Soften, sleeken every word. 
As if speaking to a bird. 

And all fancies yearn to cover 
The hard earth whereon she passes, 
With tlie thymy scented graasea. 

And all hearts do pray, ' God love her I ' — 
Ay, and always, in good sooth. 
We may all be sure He d(Jth. 



CONTESSIONS, 



Face to foce Id my chamber, mj Bilent chamber, I saw 

her. 
Ood aad ehe and I only, . . there, I sate dowa to draw 

Soul through the Aefts of confession. . . Speak, I am 

holdiag thee fast, 
As the angels of resurrection shali do it at the last. 
'My cup is b!ood-red 
With my sin,' she said, 
' And I pour it out to the hitt«r lees, 
As if the angels of judgment stood orer me strong at 
the last. 

Or as thou wert as these I ' 



When God smote His hands together, and struck out thy 

soul as a spark 
Into the oi^aniaed glory of things, from deeps of the 

dark, — 
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C0KFESS1OK6. 6 1 

' Say, didst thou shine, didst thou burn, didst thou honour 

the power in the form. 
As the star does at night, or the fire-flj, or eveu the 
little ground-worm ? 

' I have sinned,' she said, 

' For my seed-light shed 

Has smouldered awsy from His first decrees ! 

The cypress proiseth the fire-fly, the ground-leaf praiseth 

the worm,— 

I am riler thsn these I ' 



When Ood on that ein bad pity, and did not trample 

thee straight 
With His wild rains beating and drenching thy light 

found inadequate ; 
When He only sent tbee the north-winds, a little search- 
ing and chill, 
To quicken thy Same . . didst tbou kindle and flash to 
the heights of His will? 

' I hare sinned,' she said, 

' Unquickened, uospread 

My fire dropt down, and I wept on my knees ! 

I only said of His winds of the north as I shrank from 

their chill, . . 

What delight is in these ? ' 

When God on that sm had pity, and did not meet it as 

such. 
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Qi oosrEaaioNs. 

But tempered tho wind to thj usee, sod softened tbe 

world to thy touch. 
At least thou wast moTed ia tby soul, though uuAble to 

prove it aiar, 
Thou couldat cany thy light like a jewel, not giving it 
out like a star ? 

' I have Binned,' she said, 
' And not merited 
The gift He gives, bj tbe grace He sees I 
The mine-cave praiseth tbe jewel, tbe hiU-side praiseth 
tbe star;' 

I am viler than these.' 



Then I cried aloud in mj passion, . . Unthankful and 

impotent creature. 
To throw up tbj scorn unto Ood tbrough tbe rents in 

thy be^arly nature I 
If He, tbe all-giving and loving, is served so unduly, 

what tben 
Haet thou done to tbe weak and the false, and tbe 
changing, , , thy fellows of men? 
' I have loved,' she said, 
(Words bowing ber head 
As the wind the wet acacia-trees!) 
' I saw God sitting ahove me, — but I . . I sate among 
men. 

And I baTe loved these.' 
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COSFRSBIOSS. 63 

Again with a lifted voice, like a choral trumpet that 

takes 
The loneBt note of a viol that trembleB, and ttiumphing 

breaks 
On the air with it solemn and clear,—' Behold ! I have 

sinned not in thial 
Where I loved, I have loved much and veil, — I have 
verily loved not amiss. 

Let the living.' she said, 
' Enquire of the Dead, 
In the house of the pale-fronted Images : 
My own true dead will answer for me, that I have not 
loved axtOBs 

In mj love foe all these. 



' The least touch of their bauds in the morning, I keep 

it hy day and bj night 
Their least step on the stair, at the door, sdll throbs 

through me, if ever ao light. 
Tfaeir least giil, which they left to mj childhood, iar off, 

in the long-ago years, 
la now turned from a toy to a relic, and seen through 
the crystals of t«arB. 

Dig the snon,* she sdd, 
' For my churchyard bed, 
Yet I, as I sleep, shall not fear to freeze, 
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OOHFESSIOHB. 



If one only of these my beloTeds, shall love i 
heart-varm tears. 

As I have loved these ! 



* If I angered luiy among them, from thenceforth my 

own life was sore. 
If I fell by chance from their presence, I clung to their 

memory more. 
Their tender I often felt holy, their bitter I sometimes 

called sweet ; 
And vhenever their heart has refused me, I fell down 
straight at their feet. 

I have loved,' she said, — 
' Man is weak, God is dread. 
Yet the weak man dies with his spirit at ease. 
Having poured such an unguent of love but once on the 
Saviour's feet, 

As I lavished for these.' 



Go, I cried, thou hast chosen the Human, and left the 

Divine 1 
Then, at leiist, have the Human shared with thee their 

wild berry-wine? 
Have they loved back thy love, and when strangers 

approached thee with blame. 
Have tbey covered thy foult with their kisses, and loved 

thee the same ? 
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CONFESSIONS. 



65 



But eHe shrunk and said, 
' God, over my head, 
MuBt aweep in the wrath of his judgment seas, 
If He shall deal with me sinning, but only indeed the 

same 

And no gentler than these.' 
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LOVED ONCE. 



I CLASHED, appraising once, 
Earth's lotneutable sounds, — the wellada^. 

The jarring yea and nay. 
The fall of kisaea on unanswering clay. 
The Bobbed farenell, the welcome moumfuller,- 

But all did leaven the air 
With a less bitter leaven of aure despair. 

Than these words — ' I loved once.' 



And who saith, ' I loved onck ? ' 
Not angels, — whose clear ejea, love, love, foresee. 

Love, through eternity, 
And by To Love do apprehend To Be. 
Not Ood, called Lote, his noble crown-name, casting 

A light too broad for blasting 1 
The great God changing not from everlasting, 

Saith never, ' I loved once.' 
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LOVED OKCB. 

Oh, never is * Loved okce ' 
Thy word, tLou Yiclim-Christ, misprized Mend 1 

Thj cross and corse may rend. 
But having loved Thou loveet to the end. 
This is man's saying — man's. Too weak to mov 

One sphered star above, 
Man desecrates tho eternal God-word Love 

By his No More, and Once. 



How say ye, ' We loved once,' 
Blasphemers ? Is your earth not cold enow, 

Mourners, without that snow ? 
Ah, friends I and would ;e wrong each other so ? 
And could ye say of some whose love is known. 

Whose prayers have met your own. 
Whose tears have fallen for you, whose smiles have shone 

So long, — ' We loved them once ? ' 



Could ye, ' We loved her once,' 
Say calm of me, sweet friends, when out of sight 

When hearts of better right 
Stand in between me and your happy %ht ? 
Or when, as Eowers kept too loDg in the shade, 

To find my colours fade. 
And all that is not Tove in me, decayed ? 

Such words-^Ye loved me onoe ! 



ta,i,.=db, Cookie 



Could ye, ' We loved her once,' 
Say cold of me when further put away 

In earth's sepulchral clay, — 
When mute the lips which deprecate to-day? 
Not BO ! not then — least then. When life is shriven. 

And death's full joy is given, — 
Of those who sit and love you up in heaven, 

Say not, ' We loved them once.' 



Say never, ye loved onoe. 
God is too near above, the grave, beneath, 

And all our momenta breathe 
Too quick in mysteries of life and death. 
For such a word. The eternities avenge 

Affections light of range. 
There cornea no change to justify that change, 

Whatever comes— Loved once ! 



And jet that same word onck 
Is humanly acceptive. Kings have said 

Shaking a discrowned head, 
' WsTuled once,' — dotards, ' We once taught and led.' 
Cripples once danced i' the vinea — and bards approved. 

Were once by scorninga, moved : 
But love strikes one hour — love I those vever loved. 

Who dream that they loved once. 
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THE HOUSE or CLOUDS. 



I WOULD build a cloudy Hooae 

For my thoaghta to live in, 
When for earth too fimcy-loose, 

And too low for heaven. 
Hush ! I talk my dream aloud ; 

I build it br^ht to see, — 
I build it on the moonlit cloud 

To which I looked with tlue. 



Cloud-walls of the morning'B grey. 

Faced with amber column. 
Crowned with crimson cupola 

From a suneet solemn. 
May-miats, for the casements, fetch. 

Pale and glimmeriug. 
With a sunbeam hid in each, 

And a smeU of spring. 
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THB H0U8G OF CLOUDS. 

Build the entnmce high and proud. 

Darkening and then brightening. 
Of R riven thunder-cloud, 

TeinM by the lightning. 
Cm one with an iris-stain 

For the door vrithin, 
Turning to a sound like rain 

As I enter in. 



Build a apacioua hall therebj', 

Baldly, never fearing. 
Use the blue place of the sky 

Which the wind is clearing ; 
Branched with corridors sublime. 

Flecked with winding stairs. 
Such as children wish to climb, 

Following their own prayers. 



In the mutest of the house, 

I will have my chamber. 
Silence at the door shall use 

Evening's light of amber ; 
Solemnising every mood, 

Softening in d^ee, 
Turning aadnesa into good 

As I turn the key. 
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THE HOUSE OF CLOUDS. 

Be my cbamber tapestried 

With the showers of summer, 
Close, but soundless, — glorified 

When the sunbeams come here; 
Wandering harpers, harping on 

Waters stringed for such. 
Drawing colour, for a tune. 

With B. vibrant touch. 



Bring a shadow green and still 

From the chesnut forest. 
Bring a purple from the 'hill, 

When the heat is sorest. 
Spread tbem out from wall to wall. 

Carpet- wove around. 
Whereupon the foot shall fall 

In light instead of sound. 



Bring fantastic cloudlets home 

From the noontide zenith. 
Banged for sculptures round the room. 

Named as Fancy weeneth. 
Some be Junes, without eyes. 

Naiads, without sources ; 
Some be birds of paradise, 

Some, Olympian horses. 
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THE HOUSE or CLOUDa. 

Bring the dews the birds shake of^ 

Waking in the hedges, — 
Those toe, perfumed for a proof. 

From the lilies' edges. 
From our England's field and moor. 

Bring them calm and white in, 
Whence to form a mirror pure 

Fer Love's self-delighting. 



Bring a groj cloud from the east 

Where the lark is slngiog, 
(Something of the song at least 

Unlost in the bringing.) 
That shall be a morning chdc. 

Poet-dream may sit in, 
When it leans out on the air, 

Unrhymed and nnwritten. 



Bring the red cloud from the son ! 

While he sinketh, catch it. 
That shall be a couch, — with one 

Sidelong star to watch it, — 
Fit for Poet's finest thought 

At the curfen-sounding ; 
Things unseen being nearer brought 

Than the seen, around him. 
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THE HOUBB OF CLOUDS. 

Poet's thoi^ht, — not poet's sigb. 

"Las, they come together ! 
Cloudy walls diYide aad fly. 

As in April weather ! 
Cupola aod column proud. 

Structure blight to see, 
Gone I except that moonlit cloud 

To which I looked with thee. 



Let them. Wipe such Tiuonings 

From the &ncy'8 cartel. 
Love secures some fairer thin^, 

Dowered with his immortal. 
The Euu may darken, heaven be bowed. 

But etill unchanged shall bo, — 
Here, in my sou!, — that moonlit cloud. 

To which I looked with thbb ! 



A SABBATH MORNING AT SEA. 



Tbe ship went on with aolemn face ; 
To meet the darkness on tbe deep. 
The solemn ship went onward. 
I bowed down weary in the place, 
For parting tears and present sleep 
Had weighed mine eyelids downward. 

Thick sleep which shut all dreams from me 
And kept my inner self apart 
And quiet from emotion, 
Then brake away and left me free, 
Made conscious of a human heart 
Betwixt the heaven and ocean. 

Tbe new sight, tbe new wondrous sight ! 
The waters ronod me, turbulent, — 
The skies impassive o'er me. 
Calm, in a moonless, sunless light. 
Half glorified by that intent 
Of holding the day-glory ! 
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A SABBATH UOBNIKa AT SEA. T! 

Two pale thin clouds did stand upon 
The meeting line of sea and sky. 
With aspect still and mystic. 
I think they did foresee the sun, 
And rested ou their prophecy 
In quietude nuyBstic, 

Then flushed to radiance where they stood. 
Like statues by the open tomb 
Of shining saints half risen. — 
The sun ! — he came up to be viewed, 
And sky and sea made mighty room 
To inaugurate the vision. 

I oft had seen the dawnlight run. 

As red wine, through the hills, and bi'eak 
Through many a mist's inuming; 
But, here, no earth profaned the sun ! 
Heaven, ocean, did alone partake 
The sacrament of morning. 

Away with thoughts &ntastical ! 

I would be humble to my worth, 

Self-guarded as self-doubted. 

Though here no earthly shadows fall, 

I, joying, grieving without earth, 

May desecrate without it. 
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A SABBATH HOBKIHG AT S£A. 

God's sabbath morning sweeps the vaves ; 
I would not praise the pageant high. 
Yet misB the dedicature. 
I, carried toward the sunless graves 
By force of natural things, — should I 
Exult in only nature ? 

And could I bear to sit alone 
'Mid nature's fixed benignities. 

While my warm pulse was moving ? 
Too dark thou art, glittering sun. 
Too strait ye are, capacious seas. 
To satisfy the loving ! 

It eeems a better lot than so, 

To sit with friends beneath the beech. 

And feel them dear and dearer ; 

Or follow children as they go 

In pretty pairs, with softened speech, 

Aa the church-bells ring nearer. 

Lore me, sweet friends, this sabbath day ! 

The sea sings round me while ye roll 

A&r the hymn unaltered, 

And kneel, where once I knelt to pray, 

And bless me deeper in the soul. 

Because the voice has faltered. 
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HOBNIHO AT SEA. 

And though this Babhath comes to me 
Without the stoled minister 
Or chanting congregation, 
God's Spirit brings communion, He 
Who brooded soft on waters drear. 
Creator on creation. 

Himself, I think, shall draw me higher, 
Where keep the saints with harp and eong 
An endless sahbath morning, 
And on liiat sea commixed with 6re 
Oft drop their eyelids, raised too long 
To the full Godhead's burning. 
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A FLOWER IN A LETTEE. 



Mt lonely chamber next the sea, 
Is full of many doners set free 

By summer's earliest duly. 
Dear friends upon the garden-walk 
Might stop amid their fondest talk, 

To pull the least in beauty. 

A thousand floirera — each seeming one 
That learnt by gazing on the sun 

To counterfeit bis shining ; 
Within whose leaves the holy dew 
That falls trom heaven, has won anew 

A gloiy, in declining. 

B«d roses, used to praises long, 
Contented with tbe poet's song. 

The nightjngale's being over ; 
And lilies white, prepared to touch 
The whitest thought, nor soil it much. 

Of dreamer turned to lover. 
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Deep violets, you liken to 

Tlie kindest eyes that look on you. 

Without a thought disloyal ; 
And cactuaea, a queen might don, 
If weary of a golden crown, 

And still appear as ro^al. 

Fansiea for ladies all. — (I wis 

That none who wear such broocbea, miss 

A jewel in the mirror.) 
And tulips, children love to stretch 
Their fingers down, to feel in each 

Its beauty's secret nearer. 

Love's language may be talked with these ; 
To work out choicest sentences. 

No blossoms can be meeter; 
And, such being used in Eastern bowers, - 
Young maids may wonder if the Sowers 

Or meanings be the sweeter. 

And such being strewa before a bride, 
Her little foot may turn aside, 

Their longer bloom decreeing. 
Unless some voice's whispered sound 
Should make her gaze upon the ground 

Too earnestly — for seeing. 



ta,i,.=db, Google 



And such being scattered on a grave. 
Whoever mourneth there, may have 

A type which seemeth worthy 
Of that fair body hid below. 
Which bloomed on earth a time ago, 

Then perished as the earthy. 

And such being wreathed for worldly feast, 
Across the briuiming cup some guest 

Their rainbow colours viewing, 
May feel them, with a silent start. 
The covenant, bis childish heart 

With nature made, — renewing. 

No flowers our gardened England hath, 
To match with these, in bloom and breath, 

Which, from the world are hiding. 
In sunny Devon moist with rills, — 
A nunnery of cloistered hills. 

The elements presiding. 

By Loddon's stream the flowers are fair 
That meet one gifted lady's care 

With prodigal rewarding, 
(For Beauty is too used to run 
To Mitfordfl bower — to want the sun 

To light her through the garden.) 
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A nX>WSB IH A IJtTTBR. 

m. 
Bat, here, all sanuQeiB are comprised — 
The nightly frosts shriak ezonnsed 

Before the priestljr moonshine ; 
And ererj Wind with stoidd feet, 
In vandering down the allejs sweet. 

Steps lightly on the Bnoshine, 

And (hftving promised Haipocrate 
Among the nodding roses, th&t 

No harm shell touch his daughters) 
Gives quite awaj the rushing sound. 
He dares not use upon such ground. 

To ever- trickling waters. 

Yet, sun and wind 1 what can je do 
But make the leaves more bi^htly show 

In posies newly gathered ? 
I look away from all your best, 
To one poor flower unlike the rest, 

A little flower half-vnthered. 

I do not think it ever was 

A pretty flower, — to make the grass 

Look greener where it reddened; 
And now it seems ashamed to be 
Alone, in all this company, 

Of aspect shrunk and saddened. 
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A chamber-window was the spot 
It grew in, from a garden-pot, 

Among the city shadows. 
If any, tending it, might seem 
To Bmile, 'twas onlj io a dream 

Of nature in the meadows. 

How coldly on its bead did fait 
The sunshine, from the atj wall 

In pale refraction driven ! 
How sadly, plashed upon ita leaves. 
The raindrops, losing in the eaTes 

The first sweet news of heavea ! 

And those who planted, gathered it 
In gamesome or in loving fit, 

And sent it as a token 
Of what their ci^ pleasures be, — 
For one, in Devon by the aea 

And garden-blooiuB, to look on. 

But SHE, for whom the jest was meant, 
With a grave passion innocent 

Seceiving what was given, — 
Oh, if her &ce she tumdd then. 
Let none aay 'twas to gaze ^ain 

Upon the fiowers of Devon ! 
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A FLOWEB IN A LETTEB. 

Because, vbatever vutua dwells 
In genial skies, vaim or&des 

For gardens brightly springing, — 
The flower which grew beneath jota ojtB, 
Beloved friende, to mine supplies 

A beauty worthier nnging ! 



I EATS a smiling &ce, she said, 

I have a jest for all I meet, 
I bare a garland for my head 

And all its Sowers are sweet, — 
And 80 jou call me gaj, she aaid. 

Grief taught to me this smile, she said. 
And Wrong did teach this jesting bold. 

These Sowers were plocked from garden-bed 
While a death-chime was tolled. 

And what now will you say?— she said. 



Behind no priaon-grate, she said, 

Which slurs the sunshine half a mile. 

Live captiTea so uncomforted. 
As souls behind a smile. 

God's pi^ let us pray, she said. 
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THE MASK. 

I iuov mj fac« is bright, she said, — 
Such lirightneBs, djing enns difiose. 

I bear upon my forehoad shed 
The sign of what I lose, — 

The ending of my day, she said. 



If I dared leave this smile, she stud. 
And take a moan upon my mouth. 

And tie a cypress ronnd my head. 
And let my tears run smooth, — 

It ware the happier way, she said. 



And since that must not be, she said, 
I fein your bitter world would leave. 

How calmly, calmly, smile the Dead, 
Who do not, therefore, grieve 1 

The yea of Heaven is yea, she said. 



But in your bitter world, she said, 
Face-joy's a costly mask to wear. 

Tie bonght with pangs long nMiriGhed, 
And rounded to despur. 

Grief B earnest makes life's play, she said. 
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Ye weep for those who weep ? she said — 
Ah fools I I bid yon pass them hj. 

Go, weep for thoee whose hearts have bled, 
What time their eyes were diy. 

Whom sadder can I say ? she said. 
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CALLS ON THE HEART. 



Fbee Heart, tbat slogest to-day. 
Like a bird on the first green spray, 
Wilt tbou go forth to the world, 
Where the hank hath hia wing unfurled 

To follow, perhaps, thy way f 
Where the tamer, thine own will bind. 
And, to make thee sing, will blind, 
While the little hip grows far the free behind ? 
Heart, wilt tbou go ? 
— • No, no ! 
' Free hearts are better so.' 



The world, thou hast heard it told, 
Has counted its robber-gold. 
And the pieces stick to the band. 
The world goes riding it fair and grand. 
While the truth is bought and sold 1 
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i CALLS OK THE- HZAKT, 

World-voices east, world-voices west. 
They call theo, Hesrt, &om thine early reet, 
' Come hither, come hither and be our gueat.' 
Hesrt, nilt thou go ? 
— ' No, no ! 
'Good hearts are calmer bo.' 



Who calleth thee. Heart? World's Strife, 
With a golden heft to hia knife. 
World's Mirth, with a. finger fine 
That draws on a board in wine 
Her blood-red plans of life. 
World's Gain, with a brow knit down. 
World's Fame, with a laurel crown. 
Which rustles moat as the leaves turn brown — 
Heart, wilt thou go ? 
— ' No, no 1 
* Calm hearts are wiser so.' 



Hast beaxd that Proserpina 
(Once fooling) waa anatched away, 
To partake the dark king's seat, — 
And that the tears ran fast on her feet 

To think bow the sun shone yeaterday ? 
With her ankles sunken in asphodel 
She wept for the rosea of earth which fell 



ta,i,.=db, Google 



CALLS ON TEE HEABT. 

From her lap nheu tlie wild car dr&ve to h«ll. 
Heart, wilt tbou go ? 
— ' No, no ! 
'Wise hearts are wanner so.' 

And what is this place not seen. 
Where Hearts may hide serene ? 
* Tis a fair still house well-kept, 
' Which huoible thoughts have swept, 

'And holy prayers made clean. 
' There, 1 sit with Love in the sun, 
' And we two never have done 
' Singing sweeter songs than are guessed by oru 
Heart, wilt thou go ? 
— ' No, no I 
' Warm hearts are fuller so,' 



Heart, Love, — I fear 
That Love may be kept too near. 
Hast heard, O Heart, that tale. 

How Love may be ialse and frail 

To a heart once holden dear ? 

— ' But this true Love of mine 

' Olings fast as the clinging vine, 

' And mingles pure as the grapes in i 

Heart, wilt thou go ? 

— ' No, no I 

* Full hearts beat h^her so.' 
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CALU ON IHE HKUT. 

Heart, Lota, beware ! — 

Look up, and boast not there. 

For who baa twirled at the pin ? 

Tifl the World, between Death and Sin,- 

The World, and the world's Despair ! 
And Death has quickened his pace 
To the hearth, with a mocking &ce, 
Famtliar as Love, in Love's own place — 
Heart, wilt thou go ? 
'Still, no! 
' High hearts must grieve even bo.' 



The house is waste to-day, — 
The leaf has dropt from the spray. 
The thorn, prickt through to the aong. 
If Bummer doeth no wrong 

The winter will, they say. 
Sing, Heart! what heart replies? 
In vain we were calm and wise. 
If the tears unkiased stand on in our eyes. 
Heart, wilt thou go ? 
—•Ah, no! 
' Grieved hearts must break even so.' 



Howbeit all is not lost. 

The warm noon ends in frost. 
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CALLS ON THE BEABT. 

And vorldlf tongues of promise, 
Like sheep-bells, die off from us 

On the desert hills oloud-crossed I 
Yet, through the silence, shall 
Fierce the death-angel's call. 
And ' Come up hither,' recover all. 
Heart, wilt thou go? 
-■I go! 
' Broken hearta tritunph so.' 
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WISDOM UNAPPLIED. 



If I irera thon, O butterfly, 
And poised my purple wing to spy 
The sweetest flowera that live and die, 

I nould not waate my streugtb on those. 
As thou, — for summer has a close. 
And pausies bloom not in the snows. 



If I were thou, working bee. 
And all that honey-gold I see. 
Could delve from roses easily. 



I would not hire it at man's door. 
As thou, — Uiat heirdom of my store 
Should make him rich, and leave me poor. 
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If I were thou, eagle proud. 

And screamed the thander back abud. 

And &ced the lightDing from the cloud. 



I would not build my eyrie-throne, 
Ab thou, — upon a crumbling stone, 
Which the next atorm may trample domi. 



If I were thou, O gallant steed. 
With pawing hoof, and dancing bead. 
And eye outrunning thine own speed. 



I would not meeken to the rein. 

As thou,— nor smooth my nostril plain 

From the glad desert's snort and Btrain. 



If I were thou, red-breasted bird. 
With song at shut-np window heard. 
Like Love's sweet yes too long deCeired, 



I would not orerstay delight. 

As thon, — but take a swallow-flight. 

Till the new Bprii^[ returned to ei^t 
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VIBDOII UHAPPUXD. 



While yet I spake, a touch vas laid 
Upon my brow, whose pride did fiide 
As thua, metbought, an angel Baid, — 



' If I were tktnt who eing'Bt this song, 
MoBt wise for others, and most strong 
In seeing right while doing wrong. 



' I would not waste mj cares, and choose. 
As thou, — to seek what thoa must lose, 
Suoh gpioa as peiish in the use. 



' I would not work where none can win, 
As thou, — half way 'twiit grief and sin. 
But look above, and jodge within. 



' I would not let my pulse beat high, 
As thou, — towards Erne's regality, 
Nor yet in love's great jeopardy. 



' I would not champ the hard cold bit. 
As thou, — of what the worid thinks fit. 
But take Ood's freedom, using it. 
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VISDOIC US APPLIED. 



' I would not play earth's winter out, 
As tkott, — but prd my soul about. 
And lire for life past death and doubt. 



' Then sing, singer ! — but allow, 
Beast, &y, and bird, called foolish now, 
Are wise (for all thy aconi) as thou ! ' 



.;■ 



^ 



MEMORY AND HOPE. 



Bace-lookino Memory 
And prophet Hope both sprang from out the gronnd ; 
One, where the flashing of Cherabic sword 

Fell Bad, in Eden's ward, — 
And one, from Eden earth, within the sound 
Of the four rivers lapsing pleasantly. 
What time the promise after curse was said — 

' Thy seed shall bruise his bead.' 



Poor Memory's hrain is wild, 
As moonBtruck by that flaming atmoephsre 
When she was bom. Her deep eyes shine and shone 

With light that conquereth sun 
And stars to wanner paleness year by year. 
With odoions gums, she mixeth things defiled. 
She trampleth down earth's grasses green and sweet, 

Widi her far-wandenng feet 
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HE MORI AND nOTE. 

She plocketh man; flowers, 
Their beaaty on h«r bosom'a coldness killing. 
She teacheth every melancholy sound 

To winds and waters roand. 
She droppeth tears with seed where man is tilling 
The ragged soil in his eihanated hours. 
She smileth — ah me ! in her smile doth go 

A mood of deeper woe. 



Hope tripped on oat of sight, 
Crowned with an Eden wreath she saw not wither, 
And went a-nodding throagb the wilderness 

With brow that shone no less 
Than a sea-guH's wing, bronght nearer by rough weather ; 
Searching the treeless rock for froits of light ; 
Her fur quick feet being armed from stones and cold, 

By slippers of pure gold. 



Memory did Hope much wrong 
And, while she dreamed, her slippers, stole away; 
But still she wended on with mirth unheeding, 

Although her feet were bleeding. 
Till Memory tracked her on a certain day, 
And' with most evil eyes did search her long 
And cruelly, whereat she sank to ground 

In a stark deadly swound. 
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90 ICEUOBY AND BOFE. 

And 80 my Hope were Blain, 
Had it not been that VROV wert standing near, 
Oh Tbon, who aaidest ' lire,' to creatures lying 

In their own blood and dying t 
For Thou her forehead to thine heart didst rear 
And make its silent pulses sing again, — 
Pouring a new light o'er her darkened eyne. 

With tender tears from Thine ! 



Therefore my Hope arose 
From out her swound and gazed upon Thy face, 
And, meeting there that soft subduing look 

Which Peter's spirit shook. 
Sank downward in a rapture to embrace 
Thy piercdd handa and feet with kisses close, 
And prayed thee to assist her evermore 

To ' reach the things before.' 



Then gavest Thou the smile 
Whence ai^l-wings thrill quick like summer lightning. 
Vouchsafing rest beside thee, where she never 

From Love and Faith may sever. — 
Whereat the Eden crown she saw not whitening 
A time ago, though whitening all the while, 
Beddened with life, to hear the Voice which talked 

To Adam as be walked. 
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HUMAN LIFE'S MYSTERY. 



We sow the glebe, we reap the coni, 

We build the house where we may real, 
And then, at moments, suddenly, 
We look up to the great wide sky. 
Enquiring wherefore we were bom , . . 
For earnest, or for jest ? 

The senses folding thick and dark 
About the stifled soul within, 

We guess dinner things beyond. 

And yearn to them with yearning fond ; 

We strike out blindly to a mark 
Believed in, but not seen. 

We vibrate to the pant and thrill 
Wherewith Eternity has curled 

In serpent-twine about God's seat ; 

While, freshening upward to His feet. 

In gradual growth His lull-leaved will 
Expands from world to world. 
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> EnHAX LIFBS MYSTERY. 

And, in the tamult and exc«BB 

Of act and paasion under sun. 
We Bometimes liear — oh, soft and far, 
As silver star did touch nith star. 
The kiBB of Peace and B^hteeusness 
Through all things that are' done. 

God keeps his holy myBteries 

Just on &e outside of man's dream. 
In diapason slow, we think 
To hear their pinions rise and sink, 
While thej float pure beneath Hia eyes. 
Like swans adown a stream. 

Abstractions, are they, from the forms 
Of Ilia great beauty ? — exaltations 
From His great gloiy? — strong previsions 
Of what we shall he ? — intuitions 
Of what we are — in calms and storms. 
Beyond our peace and passions ? 

Things nameless! which, in passing bo. 
Do stroke us with a subtle grace. 

We say, ' Who passes ? ' — they are dumb. 

We canuet see them go or come. 

Their toncbes fall soft — cold — as snow 
Upon a blind man's face. 
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HDUAH LIFE 8 MTSTEBr. 1( 

Yet, toucliitig BO, they draw above 

Our common thooghts to Heaven's uukaowa ; 
Our daily jof uid pain, adraoce 
To a diTine aigniflcanoe, — 
Our human love — O mortal lore. 

That light is not its own ! 

And, eometjmee, horror chills «ir blood 
To be so near such mystic Things, 

And we wrap round ns, for defence. 

Our purple manners, moods of sense — 

As angels, from the face of God, 
Stand hidden in their nings. 

And, sometimes, through life's heayj swound 
We grope for diam! — with stnuiglad breath 

We streteh our hands abroad and try 

To reach them in our agony, — 

And widen, so, the broad life-wound 
Which soon is large enough for death. 



A CHILD'S THOUGHT OP GOD. 



Thet say that God lives very high. 

But if 70U look ahoTo the pines 
You cannot see onr God ; and vhj ? 



And if jou dig down in the mines 
You ncTor see Him in the gold ; 
Though, from Him, all that's glory shines. 



God is so good. He wears a fold 

Of heaven and eartii across his face — 
Like secrets kept, for love, untold. 



But stall I feel that His embrace 

Slides down hy thrills, through all things made. 
Through sight and sound of eveiy place. 
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A CHILD S THOUGHT OF OOD. 103 

As if my tender mother laid 

On mj shut lids, her kisses' pressure. 
Half-waking me at night, and said 

'Who kissed 70a through the dark, dear guesser?' 
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Gbibf Bate upoa a rock and sighed one day, 

(Sighing ia all her rest !) 
' Wellaway, wellaway, ah, wellaway ! ' 
Ab ocean beat the stone, did she her breast, 
' Ah, wellaway ! . . ah me ! alas, ah mo ! ' 

Such sighing uttered she. 

A Cloud spake out of heaven, ae soft as rain 

That falls on water, — ' Lo, 
' The Wiods have wandered from me ! I remain 
"Alone in the sky-waste, and cannot go 
' To lean my whiteness on the mountain bine 

Till wanted for more dew. 



' The Sun has struck my brain to weary peace, 

Whereby constrained and pale 
I spin for him a larger golden fleece 
Than Jason's, yearning for as full a sail. 
Sweet Grief, when thou hast sigbM to thy mind. 

Give me a sigh for wind, 
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THE CLAIM. 1 

And let it carry me adowa the west.' 

But Love, who, prostrated, 
Lay at Grief8 foot, hia lifted eyes posseBBed 
Of her full image, answered in her 8t«ad ; 
' Now nay, sow nay ! she shall not give away 
What ia my wealth, for any Cloud that Sietb. 

Where Orief makes moan, 

Love claims his own I 
And therefore do I lie here night and day. 
And eke my life out with the breath she sigheth,' 
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SONG OF THE BOSE. 



(Pnm AthOa TatitLi.) 

If Zens chose us a King of the flowers in his mirth. 

He nould call to the rose and would royally crown it, 
For the roae, ho, the rose ! is the grace of the earth. 

Is the light of the plants that are growing upon it 
For the rosOj ho, the rose I is the eye of the flowers. 

Is the blush of the meadows that feel themselves fair, — 
Is the lightning of beauty, that strikes through the bowers 

On pale lovers who sit in the glow iuia?vare. 
Ho, the rose breathes of love I ho, the rose lifts the cup 

To the red lips of Cypris invoked for a guestl 
Ho, the rose, having curled its sweet leaves for the world, 

Takes delight in the moldoii its petals keep up. 
As they laugh to the Wind as it laoghs from the west. 



A DEAD EOSE. 



BOBE, who dai^B to name thee ? 
No loi^r roseate now, nor soft, nor aireet. 
But pale, and hard, and dry, as etubble- wheat, — 

Kept seven years in a drawer — thy titles ahame thee 



The breeze that osed to blow thee 
Between the hedge-row thorns, and take away 
An odoar op the lane to last all day, — 

If breathii^ now, — unsweetened would forego thee. 



The sun that used to smite thee. 
And mix his gloij in thy goi^eous um 
Till beam appeared to bloom, and flower to bum, — 

If shining now, — with not a hue would light thee. 

The dew that used to wet thee, 
And, white first, grow incarnadined, because 
It lay npon thee where the crimson was, — 

If dropping now, — would darken, where it met thee. 
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I DEAD BOSE. 



The &j that lit npon tb&e. 
To stretch the teadrils of its tiny feet' 
Along thy leaf's pure edges after heat, — 

If lightuig now, — would coldly overrun thee. 



The bee that once did suck th«e. 
And build thy periiimed ambers up-his hive. 
And swoon in thee for joy, till scarce alive, — 

If passing now, — would blindly overlook thee. 



The heart doth recognise thee. 
Alone, alone 1 the heart doth smell thee sweet. 
Doth view thee fair, doth judge thee roost complete. 

Perceiving all those changes that disguise thee. . 



Yes, and the heart doth owe thee 
More love, dead rose, than to any roses bold 
Which Julia wears at dances, smiling cold ! — 

Lie still upon this heart — which breaks below thee! 
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THE EXILE'S SETUEN. 



When from thee, weeping I removed, 

And from my land for years, 
I thought not to retuni. Beloved, 

With those same parting tears. 
I come again to hill and lea, 

Weeping for thee. 

I clasped thine band, when standing last 

Upon the shore in sight. 
Ihe land ia green, the ship is fast, 

I shall be there to-night. 
J shall be there — no longer we — 

No more with thee ! 

Had I beheld thee dead and stilt, 

I might more clearly knon. 
How heart of thine could tnm as chill 

As hearts by nature so ; 
How change could touch the falsehood-iree 

And changeless tlue. 
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THE EXILES BETDRH. 



But, DOW thj fervid looks laat-seen 

Within mj soul remaio, 
Tis hard to think that they have been, 

To be BO more again ! 
That I shall vainlj wait — ah me ! 

A word from tbee. 

I could not bear to look upon 

That mound of funeral clay, 
Where one sweet voice is silence, — one 

Ethereal brow decay. 
Where all thy mortal I may see. 

But never thee. 

For thou art where all friends are gone 

Whose parting pain is o'er; 
And I, who love and weep alone, 

Where thou wilt weep no more. 
Weep bitterly and selfishly, 

For ms, not tkee, 

I know. Beloved, thoa canst not know 

That I endure this pain. 
For saints in heaven, the Scriptures show, 

Can never grieve again — ■ 
And grief known mine, even there, would be 

Still shared by tbee. 
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Of Etil the thoughts of God that are 
Borne inward uuto eouls alar, 
Along the Psalmist's muaic deep, 
Now tell me if that any is. 
For gift or grace, surpassing this — 
* He giveth hia heloved, sleep ? ' 



What noald we give to our beloTed ? 
The hero's heart, to be unmoved. 
The poet's atar-tuned harp, to sweep. 
The patriot's voice, to teach and rouse. 
The monarch's crown, to light the brows ?- 
He giveth His beloved, sleep. 
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I THE BLEEP. 

What do we give to our beloved ? 

A little faith all undiBpTOTed, 

A tittla dust to oTerweep, 

And bitter memories to make 

The whole earth blaated for our sake. 

He giveth His beloved, sleep. 

' Sleep soft, beloved ! ' we sometimes say, 

But have no tune to charm away 

Sad dreams that through the eyelids creep. 

But never dolefal dream agmn 

Shall break the happy slumber when 

He giveth His beloved, sleep. 

O earth, so full of dreaiy noises ! 
men, with wailing in your voices ! 
delved gold, the wallers heap ! 
O strife, curse, that o'er it fall ! 
God strikes a silence through you all, 
And giveth his beloved, sleep. 

Hia dewB drop mutely on the hill ; 
His cloud above it saileth still. 
Though on its slope men sow and reap. 
More softly than the dew is shed. 
Or cloud is floated overhead. 
He giveth his beloved, sleep- 



THE SLSSP. 

Ay, men may wonder while they scan 
A living, thinking, feeling man 
Confirmed in such b. rest to keep ; 
But angels say, and through the word 
I think their happy amile is heard — 
' He giveth his beloved, sleep.' 

For me, my heart that erst did go 
Most like a tired child at a show, 
That sees through teara the mammera leap. 
Would aow its wearied vision close. 
Would childlike on His love repose. 
Who giveth his beloved, sleep. 

And, friends, dear friends, — when it shall be 
That this low breath ia gone from me, 
And round my bier ye coma to weep, 
I^t One, most loving of you all, 
Say, ' Not a tear must o'er her fall ; 
' He giveth his beloved, sleep.' 
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THE MEASUKi;. 

"He compielieuded (lie dnet of the earth Is > meuun (c^vi-" 
" Thou glTest them tean to diink io ft meuuie (v-'iv)."* 



God, the Creator, with a pulselees hand 
Of UDoriginated power, hath weighed 
The dust of earth and tears of man in on€ 

Measure, and by one weight. 

So saith Qis holy book. 



Shall we, then, who have issued from the duet, 
And there return, — shall we, who toil for dust. 
And wrap our winuiugs in this duety life, 
Say, ' No more teaia. Lord God I 
' The measure runneth o'er ? ' 



* I believe tlut tlie word occuni in no oQun part of Qa Habreir 
Bcriptnna. 
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TIIE UEABUBE. I 

Oh, Holder of tlie balance, laughest thou ? 
Na;, Lord ! be gentler to our foolishneBS, 
For Hie sake who assumed our dost and turns 
On thee pathetic eyes 
Still moiBtened with our tears. 



And teach ua, O our Father, nhile vie weep. 
To look iu patience upon earth and learn — 
Waiting, in that meek gesture, till at last 
These tearful ejes be filled 
With the dry dust of death. 
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COWPEE'S GRATE. 



It is a place where poets crowned ma^ feel the heart's 

decaying. 
It is a place where bappy saints may weep amid their 

praying. 
Yet let the grief and humbleness, as low as silence, 

languish. 
Earth surely now may gire her calm to whom she gave 

her anguish. 



poets, from a maniac's tongue was poured the death- 
less singing I 

Christians, at your cross of hope, a hopeless hand 
was clinging ! 

men, this man in brotherhood your weary paths 
b^uiling, 

Groaned inly while he taught you peace, and died while 
ye were smiling 1 
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COVPBRS aEAVB. 



And now, 'what time ye all may read through dimming 

teara his atory, 
How discord on the music fell, and darkness on the 

glory. 
And bow when, one by one, sweet sounds and wandering 

lights departed. 
Be wore no less a loving &ce because bo broken-hearted. 



He shall be strong to sanctify the poet's high vocation. 
And bow the meekest ChnstJitn dowD in meeker 

adoration. 
Nor ever shall he be, in praise, by wise or good 

forsaken, 
Named softly as the household name of one whom God 

hath taken. 



With quiet sadness and no gloom I learn to think upon 

With meekness that is gratefulness to Qod whose 

heaven hath vion bim. 
Who suffered once the madness-cloud to His own love 

to blind bim, 
But gently led the blind along where breath and bird 

could find him, 



ta,i,.=db,Cooylc 



COIVPEaS DRATE, 



And wnmght witbin his shattered brain such quick 

poetic Benses 
As bills h&Te langn^ for, and stare, hannotiious 



The poise of dew upon the grass, kept his within its 

number, 
Aud silent shadows from the trees refreshed him like a 

slumber. 



Wild timid hBres were drawn from woods to share his 

home-careBses, 
Uplooking to his human eyes with sylvan tendernesses. 
The very world, by God's constraiut, from falsehood's 

ways remoTiog, 
lU women and its men became, beside him, true and 

loving. 



And thongh, in blindness, he remained anconscious of 
that guiding. 

And things provided came without the sweet sense of 
providing. 

He testified this solemn truth, while pkrenzy deso- 
lated, 

— Kor man not nature satisfy whom only God created. 
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COWFERS flKAVE. 11(1 

Like ft sick child that kuoweth not his mother while she 

bleeees 
And drops upon bis homing brow the coolness of her 

That tarns his ferered eyes around — ' My mother ! 

whore's my mother ? ' — 
As if such tender words and deeds could come from any 

other I — ■ 



The fever gone, mth leaps of heart he sees her bending 

Her face all pale from watchful love, the unweary love 

she bore him ! — 
Thus, woke the poet from the dream his life's long 

fever gave him, 
Beneath those deep pathetic Eyes, which closed in 

death to save him. 



Thus? oh, not that! no type of earth can image that 

awaking, 
Wherein he scarcely heard the chant of seraphs, round 

him breaking. 
Or felt the new immortal throb of soul from body 

parted, 
Bat felt those eyes alone, and knew, — 'My Saviour I 

not deserted I ' 
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COWPEBB OOIVE. 



DeMTted ! Wbo hath dreamt that when the cross in 

darkneBB rested. 
Upon the Vicdm'a hidden &ce, no lo*a nas manifested ? 
What frantic hands outstretched have e'er the atoning 

dropa arertAd? 
What tears have washed them from the bouI, that one 

should be deserted ? 



Deserted I God could separate from His own essence 

And Adam's sins have swept between the righteous Son 

and Father. 
Yea, once, ImnmnuerB orphaned cry his universe hath 

shaken — • 
It went up single, echoless, ' My Ood, I am forsaken ! ' 



It vrent up from the Holy's lips amid hie lost creation. 
That, of the lost, no son should use those words of 

desolation ! 
That earth's worst phrenzies, marnug hope, should mar 

not hope's fruition, 
And I, on Cowper's grave, should see his rapture in a 



THE WEAKEST THING. 



Which is the weakest thing of all 

Mine beart caa ponder ? 
The Bun, a little cloud can pall 

With darknesB yonder 1 
The cloud, a little wind can move 

Where'er it listeth ? 
The wind, a little leaf abore. 

Though sere, »Bist«th ? 



What time that yellow leaf was green. 

My dajB were gladder ; 
Bnt BOW, whatever Spring may mean, 

I mast grow sadder. 
Ah me ! a leaf with sighs can wring 

My lips asunder? 
Then ia mine heart the weakest thing 

Itself can ponder. 
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THE WKAICKST THIMO. 

Yet, Heart, when sua and cload are pined 

And drop together, 
And at a blast whicli is not wind, 

The forests wither, 
Thou, from the darkening deathly curse. 

To glory breakeet, — 
The Strongest of the universe 

Guarding the weakest I 



THE PET.NAME. 



Um MliroBD'I Dnanatlc Bcaa. 



I HATE a name, a little name, 

Uncadenced for the ear, 
Unbonoured by ancestral claim, 
Unaauctified by prayer and paalm 
Tbe solemn toot tmeax. 



It never did, to pages wore 

For gay romance, belong. 

It never dedicate did move 

As ' Sacharissa,' nnto Iotc — 

' Orinds,' unto sons. 



Tbongh I write books it will be read 

Upon the leaves of none. 
And afterward, wben I am dead, 
Will ne'er be graved for sight or tread. 

Across my faneral-stone. 
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THE PET-KAUE. 



This name, whoever chance to call, 

Perhaps your amilo may win. 
Hay, do not smile ! mine eyelids fall 
Orer mine eyes, and feel withal 
The sudden tears within. 



Is there a leaf that greenly grows 
Where summer meadows bloom, 
But gatherath the winter enows. 
And ohangeth to the hue of those. 
If lastiDg till they come ? 



Is there a word, or jest, or game. 

But time enorusteth round 
With Bad associate thoughts the same ? 
And so to me my very name 

Assumes a mournful sound. 



My brother gave that name to me 

When we were children twain, — 
When names acquired baptiamally 
Were hard to utter, as to see 
That life had any pwu. 
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TH£ PET-NAME. 



No sbftde was on as then, save ong 

Of chesnuta from the hill — 
And tbroagh the word our laugh did run 
Ab part thereof. The mirth being done. 

He calls me hj it still. 



Nay, do not smile I I hear in it 
.What none of you can hear, — 
The t&lk upon the willov seat, 
The bird and wind that did repeat 
Around, our bunmn cheer. 



I hear the birthday's noisy blias. 
My sieters' woodland glee, — 
My fiUher's praise, I did not miss. 
When stooping down he oared to kiss 
The poet at his knee,— 



And voices, wliich, to name me, aye 

Their tenderest tones were keeping— 
To some I never more can say 
An answer, till God wipes away 
In heaven these drops of weeping. 
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THE PET-NA«E- 



My name to me a sadness wears. 

No murmura cross my mind. 
Now Grod be thanked for these thick t^ars, 
Whicli show, of those departed years, 

Sweet memories left behind. 



Kow God be thanked for years enwrought 

With love which softens yet. 
Now God be thanked for every thought 
Which is BO tender it has caught 

Earth's guerdon of regret. 



Earth saddens, never shall remove. 

Affections purely given ; 
And e'en that mortal grief shall prove 
The imiQortality of love. 

And heighten it with Heaven. 



THE MOURNING MOTHER 

(C, ia> DSID BLT-P). 



X>osT thou weep, mourning mother. 

For thy blind boy in grave ? 
That no more with each other, 

Sireet coansel ye can have ? — 
That be, left dark by nature. 

Can never more be led 
By thee, maternal creature, 

Along smooth paths instead? 
That thou canst no more show him 

The sunshine, by the h@at ; 
The river's silver flowing. 

By murmurs at his feet? 
The foliage, by its coolness ; 

The roses, by their amell ; 
And all creation's fulness, 

By Love's inTisible? 
Weepest thou to behold not 

His meek blind eyes again, — 
Closed doorways which were folded, 

And prayed against in vain — 
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TBR XOUBKIKa MOTHER. 

And under wbicb, sat« Bmiling 

The child- mouth evermore, 
Aa one who watch eth, nihug 

The time bjr. at a door ? 
Aud deepest thou to feel not 

His dinging hand on thine — 
Which now, at dream-time, will not 

ItB cold touch disentwine ? 
And weepest thou still ofter. 

Oh, never more to mark 
His low soft words, made softer 

By speaking in the dark ? 
Weep on, thou mourning mother 1 



But since to him when living, 

Tbou wast both sun and moon. 
Look o'er his grave, surviving. 

From a high sphere alone. 
Sustain that exaltation. 

Expand that tender light. 
And hold in mother- passion 

Tb; Blees^ in thj sight. 
See how he went out straightway 

From the dark world he knew,— 
No twilight in the gateway 

To mediate 'twixt the two, — 
Into the sudden glory. 

Out of the dark he trod. 



TBI! KOUBNIKG HOTBBR. 

Departing from before thee 

At once to light and God 1 — ■ 
For the first face, beholding 

The Chiist's in its divine. 
For the first place, the golden 

And tideless hyaline ; 
With trees, at lasting summer. 

That rock to songful sound. 
While angels, the new-comer. 

Wrap a atill smile around. 
Oh, in the blessed psalm now. 

His happy voice he tries, 
Spreading a thicker palm-bough. 

Than others, o'er his eyes ! 
Yet still, in all the singing. 

Thinks haply of thy aong 
Which, in hia life's first springing. 

Sang to him all night long; 
And wishes it beside him, 

With kissing lips that cool 
And soft did ovet^lide him, 

To make the sweetness full. 
Look up, O mourning mother. 

Thy blind boy walks in light ! 
Ye wait for one another, 

Before God's infinite. 
Bat thou art now the darkest. 

Thou mother left below — 
Thou, the sole blind, — thou markest. 
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Content that it be so, — 
Unlil ye tno have meeting 

Where Heaveo'a peail-gate is. 
And he shall lead thy feet in, 

As once thou leddest hit. 
Wait on, thou mourning mother. 
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A VALEDICTION. 



God be with thee my beloved, — God be with thee ! 

Else alone thou gowt forth. 

Thy ittce unto the north. 
Moor and pleasance all around thee and beneath thee, 

Ijooking equal in one enow ; 

While 1 who try to reach thee, 

Vainly follow, vainly follow. 

With the farewell and the hollo. 

And cannot reach thee so. 

Alas, I can but teacb thee. 
God be with thee my beloved, — Gos be with thee. 



Can I teach thee my beloved, — can I t^ach thee ? 

If I sud, ' Go left or right,' 

The connsel would be light. 
The wisdom, poor of all that could enrich thee. 

My right would ehow like left; 
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iij iftising would depress thee, 
yfj choice of light would blind thee. 
Of naj, would leave behind thee. 
Of end, would leave bereft. 
Alas, I can but bless thee ! 
May God teach thee my beloved, — may Goi> teach thee. 



Can 1 bless thee my beloved, — can I bless thee ? 

What blessing word can I, 

From mine own tears, keep dry ? 
What dowers grow in mj field wherewith to dress thee ? 

My good reverts to ill ; 

My calmnesses would move thee, 

My softnesses would prick thee, 

My bindings up would break thee, 

My crownings, curse and kill. 

Alas, I can but love thee I 
May God bless thee my beloved, — may God bless thee. 



Can I love thee my beloved.—^an I love thee? 

And is thi£ like lore, to stand 

With no help in my hand, 
When strong as death I fain would watch above thee ? 

My love-kiss can deny 
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No tear that foils beneatli it ; 
Mine oath of love can swear thee 
From no ill that comes near thee, — 
And thou dieet while I breathe it. 
And I — I can but die 1 
May God love thee mj beloved, — may God lore thee. 
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LESSONS FROM THE GOESE. 



Mountain goraes, eve^go1den, 
Cankered not the whole year long ! 
Do je teach us to be strong, 
HotvBoever pricked and faolden 
Like your thorny blonma, and so 
Trodden on by rain and snow, 
Up the bill-side of this life, as bleak as where ye grow? 



Monntain blossoms, shining blossoms, 
Bo ye teach ns to be glad 
When no summer can be bad. 
Blooming in our inward bosoms ? 
Ye, whom God preserveth still, — 
Set as lights upon a bill. 
Tokens to the wintry earth that Beauty liretb still ! 
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Mountain goraee, do je teach ub 
From that academic chair. 
Canopied with az^re air. 
That the wiseet word man reaches 
Is the humblest he can speak ? 
Ye, who live on mountain peak. 
Yet lire low along the ground, beside the grasses meakt 



Mountain gorses, since Linnnus 
Enelt boEiide yon on the sod. 
For your beauty thanking God, — 
For yonr teaching, ye should see ua 
Bowing in prostration new ! 
Whence arisen, — if one or two 
Drops be on onr cheeks — world, they are not tears 
but dew. 



THE LADY'S YES. 



' Yeb,' I answered you last night ; 

' No,' this moming.sir, I say. 
Colours seen hj candle-light 

Will not look the same by day. 

When the viols played their best, 
Lamps above, and laoghs below, 

Love me sounded like B jest, 
Fit for yes or fit for no. 

Call me false or call me free — 
Vow, whatever light may shine. 

No man on yonr face shall see 
Any grief, for change on mine. 

Yet the sin is on tts both ; 

Time to dance is not to woo ; 
Wooing light makes fickle troth, 

Scorn of mt recoils on you. 
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THE LAHTB VE9. 



Loam to irin a lady's futh 
Nobly, as the thii^ is high, 

Brarely, as for lifs and death — 
With a loyal gravity. 



Lead her from the festive boards. 
Point her to the starry skies. 

Guard her, by your truthful ik'ords, 
Pare from courtship's flatteries. 



By your truth she shall be true. 
Ever true, as wives of yore ; 

And her yet, once said to you, 
Shall be Yea for & 



A WOMAN'S SHORTCOMINGS. 



She has laughed as softly as if ahe sighed, 
She tiaa counted six, and over. 

Of a purse well filled, and a heart well tried — 
Oh, each a worthy lover! 

They ' give her time ; ' for her Boul must slip 
Where the world has set the grooving. 

She will lie to none with her fair red lip- 
But love seeks truer loviug. 



She trembles her fan in a sweetness dumb, 

Aa her thoughts were beyond recalling. 
With a glance for one, and a glance for tome. 

From her eyelids rising and falling ; 
Speaks common words with a bloahfol air, 

Hears bold words, unreproving ; 
But her silence says — what she never will sw 

And love seeks better loving. 
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A WOMAN S SHOBTCOKINOS. 

Go, ladf, lean to the nigbt-guitar, 

And drop 8 amile to the bringer, 
Then smile as sweetly, wben he is far. 

At tbe voice of an in-door singer. 
Bask tender)^ beneath tender eyes ; 

Qiance lightly, on their remoTing ; 
And join new vows to old peijuries — 

But dare not call it loving. 



Unless you can think, when tbe song is done. 

No other is soft in the rhythm ; 
Unless jou can feel, when left by One, 

That all men else go with him ; 
Unless you can know, when upraised by his bra 

That your beauty itself wants proving ; 
Unless you can swear, ' For life, for death I ' — 

Oh, fear to call it loving ! 



Unless you can muse in a crowd all day. 

On the absent face that fixed you ; 
Unless you can love, as the angels may. 

With the breadth of heaven betwixt you : 
Unless you can dream that bis faith is fast. 

Through behoving and unbehoving ; 
Unless you can die when the dream is past — 

Oh, never call it loving ! 
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A MAN'S EEQUnCBMBNTS. 



LoTE me, sweet, with all thou art, 
Feeling, thinking, eeeiag, — 

Love me in the lightest part, 
Love me in full heing. 



Love me with thine open jonth 
In its frank eunender ; 

Witb the vowing of thy mouth, 
With its silence tender. 



Love me with thine azure eyes, 
Usde for earnest granting ! 

Taldng colour from the skiee. 
Can Heaven's trutli be wanting? 
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A SCANS BEQUIHEHBirra. 

Love me \ritb their lids, that &1) 
Snow-like at first meeting. 

IiOTe me with thine heart, that all 
The neighbours then see beating. 



Love me with thine hand stretched out 

Freely — open- mind ed , 
Love me with thy loitering fo«t, — 

Hearing one behind it. 



LoTe me with thy voice, that tarns 

Sudden faint above me: 
Love me with thy blush that bums 

When I murmnr. Love met 



Love me with thy thinking soul — 
Break it to love-sighing; 

Love me with thy thoughts that roll 
On through living— dying. 



Love me in thy gorgeous airs, 
When the world has crowned thee ! 

Love me, kneeling at thy prayers. 
With the angels round thee. 
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Lore to a pare, aa musera do. 
Up the woodlande ehady. 

Love me gaily, fast, and tine, 
Aa a winsome lady. 



Through all hopes that keep ns brave, 

Further oS or nigher, 
LoTO me for the house and grave, — 

And for something higher. 



Thus, if tliou wilt prove me, dear. 

Woman's love no fahle, 
J will love th^ — half-a-year — 

As a man is able. 



A YBAE'S SPINNING. 



He lUtened at the porch tbat day. 
To hear the nheel go od, and on ; 

And then it stopped — ran back away — 
While through the door he brought the sun. 
But no n my spinning is all done. 



He Bate beeide me, with an oath 
Tbat love ne'er ended, once begun. 

I smiled — believing for us both. 
What was the truth for only one. 
And now my spinning is all done. 



My mother cursed me that I heard 
A young man's wooing as I spun. 

Thanks, cruel mother, for that word, — 
For I have, since, a harder known! 
And now my spinning is all done. 
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t Jl YEIRS SPIHKtKO. 

I thought — God ! — my first-bora's cry 
Both Toices to mine oar vould drown. 

I listened in mine agony — 

It was the sUenee made me groan ! 
And now iqy spinning ia all done. 



Bary me 'twizt my mother's grave, 
(Who cursed me on her death-bed lone) 

And my dead baby's, (God it save !) 
Who, not to blesa me, would not moan. 
And now my spinning is all done. 



A Btone upon my heart and head. 
But no name written on the atone ! 

Sweet neighbours, whisper low instead, 
' This sinner was a loving one — 
And now her spinning is all done.' 



And let the door ^ar remain. 
In case he should pass by anon ; 

And leave the wheel ont very plain,— 
That HE, when passing in the sun. 
May see the spinning is all done. 



CHANGE UPON CHANGE. 



FiT£ montha ago, the atream did flow. 

The liliea bloomed within the sedge, 
And we were lingering to and fro, 
Where none will track thee in this enow, 

Along the atream, beeide the hedge. 
Ah, sweet, be free to Iots and go ! 

For if I do not hear thy foot, 

The frozen river is as mute. 

The flowers have dried down to the root. 

And why, aiuce these be changed since May, 
Shouldst thou change less than they ? 



And slow, slow, as the winter enow. 

The tears have drifted to mine eyes ; 
And my poor cheeks, five months ago. 
Set blushing at thy praises so. 
Put paleness on for a disRuiae. 
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t CBAltGE DFOX CHABGE. 

Ah, Bweet, be ^e to praise and go I 
For if my face is turned too pale, 
It was thine oath that first did fail, — 
It was th; loTe proved faise and frail ! 
And why, since these be changed enow. 
Should / change less than thou f 
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I STAKC by the river nhere both of us stood, 
And tbere is but one sbadow to darken the flood ; 
And the path leading to it, where both used to pass, 
Has the step hut of one, to take dew from the grass, — 
One forlorn since that day. 



The flowers of the margin are many to see ; 
None stoops at my bidding to pluck them for me. 
The bird in the alder sings loudly and long, — 
My low Bound of weeping disturbs not his song. 

As thy TOW did that day. 



I stand by the river — I think of the vow — 
Oh, calm as the place is, vow-breaker, be thou I 
I leave the flower growing, the bird, unreproved ; — 
Would I trouble thet rather than them, my beloved. 
And my lover that day ? 
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Go, be eare of mjr lave — by that treason forgiven ; 

Of my prayers — by the blessings they win thee from 

HeaTen ; 
Of my grief — (guess the length of tbe sword by the 

sheath's) 
By the silence of life, more pathetic than death's ! 

Go, — be clear of that day ! 



I AK DO trumpet, bat a reed : 

No flattering breath shall from me lead 

A aiWer eonnd, a hollow sound. 
I will not ring, for priest or kiug. 
One blast that In re-echoing 

Would leave a bondsman faster bound. 



I am no trumpet, but a reed, — 
A broken reed, the wind indeed 

Left flat upon a dismal shore ; 
Yet if a little maid, or child. 
Should sigh within it, earnest-mild, 

This reed will ans 



I am no trumpet, but a reed. 
Go, tell the fishers, as they spread 

Their nets along the river's edge, 
I will not tear their nets at all. 
Nor pierce their hands, if they should fall ; ' 

Then let them leave me in the sedge. 
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THE DEAD PAN. 



Hultcd by BoUlWi 'aottararleohinUndli'aiid partly rounded on ft 
well-ksomi tndt tloQ msatloued la a tnaCiia at PluUruh [' Dc Orsoulorum 
l>«f«om '), aocordioff to which, at (ha hour uf the Savlour'i ajTony, a 
cry or ■ Qrsat Paa la daad I ' iwevt acroa th« iravoa tu tke hsarins of, 
cartaln marlnon, — and tha oraolan caaaad. 

It la in all Teueratlon to tha memory of th« dcathlua BohUlsr, that I 
oppQsa a doctrlna atill more diilioiiourlng to poetry than to ChiletlaalCy. 

Ah Mr. Eanyon'a graotful and harmouloiu paiAphrasq oT tha Germaa 

diractloQ, I U^ adyantage or the preteDce to indulge my feelluga (whlah 



Gods of Hellas, gods of Hellas, 
Can ye listen in your silence? 
Can your myaUc voices tell us 
Where ye hide ? Id floating islands, 
With a wind that evennore 
Keeps you out of sight of shore ? 

Pan, Pan is deai 



In nhat revels are ye sanken. 

In old ^Ethiopia? 

Have the Pygmies made you drunken. 

Bathing in mandragont 
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THE DEAD PAN. 

Your divine pale lips, that shiver 
Like the lotus in the river ? 

Pan, Pan ia dead. 

Do je sit there still in slumber. 
In gigantic Alpine foirs? 
The black poppies out of number 
Nodding, dripping from your brows 
To the red lees of your wine, 
And so kept alive and fine ? 

Pan, Pan is dead. 



Or lie crushed ;our stagnant corses 
Where the silver spheres roll on, 
Stimg to life by centric forces 
Thrown like raya out from the sim ? — 
While the smoke of your old altars 
la the ahraud that round ;ou welters? 

Gr^at Fan ia dead. 



' Oods of Helios, gods of Hellas,' 
Said the old Hellenic tongue'! 
Said the bero-oatha, as well as 
Poets' songs the sweetest sung I 
Have ye grown deaf in a day ? 
Can ye speak not yea or nay — 

Since Fan is dead ? 
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THE DEAD PAN. 

Do ye leave jour rivers flowing 
AU alone, Naiades, 
While jour drenched, locks dry slow ia 
ThiB cold feeble sun and breeze 7 — 
Not a word the Naiads say, 
Though the rivers run for aje. 

For Pan is dead. 



From the gloaming of the oak-nood, 
O je Dtyads, could ye flee ? 
At the rushing thunderstroke, would 
No sob tremble through the tree ? — , 
Not a word the Drjads say, 
Though the forests wave for aye. 

For Pan is dead. 



Have ye left the mountain places, 
Oreads wild, for other tryst ? 
Shall we see no sudden faces 
Strike a glory through the mist ? 
Not a sound the silence thrills 
Of the everlasting hills. 

Pan, Fan is dead. 
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THE DEAD PAH. 



twelve gods of Plato's vision. 
Crowned to atarry wanderings, — 
With your chariota in procegsion. 
And your silver clash of wings ! 
Very pale ye seem to rise, 
Ghosts of Grecian deitiss, — 

Now Pan is dead! 



Jove, that right hand is unloaded, 
Whence the thnnder did prevful, 
While in idiocy of godhead 
Thou art staring the stars pale ! 
And thine eagle, blind and old, 
Boughs his feathers in the cold. 

Pan, Pan is dead. 



Where, Juno, is th» glory 
Of thy regal look and tread? 
Will they lay, for evermore, thee. 
On thy dim, straight, golden bed ' 
Will thy queendom all lie hid 
Meekly under either I'd ? 

Pan, Pan if 
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THE DEAD PAK. 



Ha, Apollo 1 floats his golden 
Hair all miBt-like where he Btands, 
While the Muses hang enfolding 
Eneo and foot with faint wild hands? 
'Neath the clanging of thy bow, 
Niobe looked lost aa thou ! 

Pan, Pan is dead. 



Shall the casqae with its brown iron, 
Pallas' broad blue eyes, eclipse, 
And no hero take inspiring 
From the god-Greet of her lips ? 
'Neath her olive dost thou sit, 
Uars the mightj, cursing it? 

Fan, Pan is dead. 



Bacchus, Bacchus ! tin the panther 
He swoons, — bound with his own vines. 
And his MEenads slowlj saunter. 
Head aside, among the pines. 
While they murmur dreamingly, 
' Evohe— ah— evohe — ! ' 

Ah, Pan is dead t 
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Neptune lies beeide the trident, 
Dull and senseless as a stone; 
And old Pluto deaf and silent 
Is cast out into the sun. 
Ceres smileth atera thereat, 
' We all now are desolate — 

Now Pan is dead.' 



Aphrodite ! dead and driven 
As thy native foam, thou art ; 
With the cestus long done heaving 
On the white calm of thine heart ! 
At Adonii I at that sbriek. 
Not a. tear runs donn her cheek- 
Fan, Fan is dead. 



And the Loves, vfe used to know from 
One another, huddled lie, 
Frore as taken in a snow-storm. 
Close beside her tenderly, — 
As if each had weaki; tried 
Once to kiss her as he died. 

Fan, Pan ia dead. 



ta,i,.=db, Cookie 



THE DBAD FAKi 



What, and Hennea? Time enthndleth 
All thy cunning, Hermes, tbns, — 
And the ivy blindly crawleth 
E«nnd thy braye caduceus ? 
Hast thou no new message for us. 
Full of thunder and Jove-gloriea ? 

Nay, Pan is dead. 



Crowned Cybele'a great turret 
Rocka and crumbles on her head. 
Roar the lions of her chariot 
Toward the wildemess, unfed. 
Scornful children are not mute, — 
' Mother, mother, walk a-foot — 

Since Pan it 



In the fiery-hearted centre 
Of the solemn universe. 
Ancient Veata, — who could enter 
To conaume thee with this eurae ? 
Drop thy grey chin on thy knee, 
thou palsied Mystery ! 

For Pan ia dead. 
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Gods, we vainlj do ai^ure you, — 
Ye return nor voice nor sign ! 
Not a votary could secure you 
Even B grave for your Divine I 
Not a grave, to ehow thereby, 
Here these grey old gods do lie. 

Pan, Pan is dead. 



Even that Greece who took your wages. 

Calls the obolua outworn. 

And the hoarse deep-throated ages 

Laugh your godshipa unto scorn. 

And the poets do disclaim you, 

Or grow colder if they name you — 

And Pan ia dead. 



Gods bereaved, gods belated; 
With your purples rent asunder! 
Gods discrowned and desecrated. 
Disinherited of thunder ! 
Now, the goats may climb and crop 
The soft grass on Ida's top — 

Now, Pan is dead. 
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Calm, of old, the bark irent onward. 
When a cry more loud thaa wind, 
Eose up, deepened, and awept sunward. 
From the piled Dark behind ; 
And the sun shrank and grew pale. 
Breathed against b; the great wail — 

' Fan, Pan is dead 



And the rowers from the benches 
Fell, — each shuddering on hia face — 
While departing InfluenceB 
Struck a cold back through the place ; 
And the shadow of the ship 
Reeled along the paseive deep — 

' Fan, Fan is dead.' 



And that dismal cry rose slowly 

And Bank slowly through the air. 

Full of spirit's melancholy 

And eternity's despair ! 

And they heard the words it said — 

Fan is dead — Great Fan is dead — 

Pah, Pan is dead. 
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Twas the hour when One in Sion 
Hung for love's Bake on a. cross ; 
When His brow was chill with dying. 
And His soul was &jnt with loss; 
When his prieatl; blood dropped dowoward. 
And His kingly eyes looked throne ward — 
Then, Pan was dead. 



By the love He st^od alone in, 
His sole Godhead rose complete, 
And the false gods fell down moaning. 
Each from off his golden seat ; 
All the false gods with a cry 
Eendered up their deitj — ■ 

Pan, Pan was dead. 



Wailing wide across the islands, 
They rent, Test.!ike, their Divine ! 
And a darkness and a silence 
Quenched the light of every shrine ; 
And Dodona's oak swang lonely 
Henceforth, to the tempest only. 

Pan, Pan was dead. 
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THE DEAD PAN, 



PythU sta^ered, — feeling o'er her, 

Her lost god's forsaking look. 

Straight her eyebdls filmed with horror, 

And her crispy fillets shook. 

And her lips gasped throagh their foam. 

For a word that did not come. 

Fan, Pan ves dead. 



O ye vain false gods of Hellas, 
Ye are silent evermore ! 
And I dsah down this old chalice. 
Whence libations ran of yore. 
See, the wine crawls in the dust 
Wormlike — as your glories must. 

Since Pan is dead. 



Get to dust, as common mortals. 
By a common doom and track ! 
Let no Schiller from the portals 
Of that Hades, call you back. 
Or instruct us to weep all 
At your antjque funeral. 

Pan, Pan is dead. 
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By yoor beaatj, which confesaes 
Some chief Beauty conqueriug you,^ 
By our gmnd heroic guesses, 
Through your falsehood, at the True, — 
We will weep not ... / earth shall roll 
Heir to each god's aureole — 

And Fan is dead. 



Earth outgrows the mythic fancies 
Sung beside her ia her youth ; 
And tbose debonaire romances 
Sound but dull beside the truth. 
Phtebus' chariotcourse is run- 
Look up, poets, to the sun I 

Pan, Fan is dead. 



Christ hath sent us down the angels ; 

And the whole earth and the skies 

Are illumed by altar-candles 

Lit for blesa^d mysteries ; 

And a Priest's hand, tbrongfa creation, 

Waveth calm and consecration — 

And Pan is dead. 
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Tmth is fair : should W6 forego it ? 
Can wa aigh right for a wroDg ? 
God himself is the hest Poet, 
And the Beal is bis sosg. 
Sing his tmth out fair and full. 
And secure his beautiful. 

Let Pan he dead. 



Tmti is large. Our aspiration 
Scarce embraces half we be. 
Shame, to stand in His creation. 
And doubt truth's sufBciencj ! — 
To think God's song unexcelllng 
The poor tales of our own telling— 
When Pan it 



What is true and just and honest. 
What is lovely, what is pure — 
All of praise that hatb admonJsbt, 
All of Tirtue, shall endure, — 
These are themes for poets' uses. 
Stirring nobler than the Mases, 

Ere Pan visa 
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brave poets, keep back nothing, 
Nor mix fdaehood with the whole. 
Look up Godward ; speak the truth ia 
Worthy song &om earnest soul ! 
Hold, ID high poetic duty. 
Truest Truth the fairest Beauty. 

Fan, Pan is dead. 
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A CHILD'S GKA.TE AT FLOEENOE. 



BoBH, Jdlt, 1948. 



Of English blood, of Tuscan birth, . . 

What country should we give her? 
Instead of any on the earth. 

The civic Heavens receive her. 



And here, among the EngliBh tombs. 
In Tuscan ground n'e la; her. 

While the blue Tuscan sky enilomes 
Our English words of prayer. 



A little child ! — how long she lived. 
By months, not years, is reckoned : 

Born in one July, she survived 
Alone to see a second. 
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Brigbt-featuced, as the July sun. 

Her little &ce still played in, 
And splenddure, nith her hirth begun. 

Had iiad no time for fading. 



So, Lilt, from those July hours. 
No wonder we should coll her ; 

She looked such kinship to the Sowers, 
Was but a little taller. 



A Tuscan Lily, — only white. 
As Dante, in abhorrence 

Of red corruption, wished aright 
The lilies of his Florence. 



We could not wish her whiter, — her 
Who perfumed with pure blossom 

The house ! — a lovely thing to wear 
Upon a mother's bosom 1 



This July creature thought perhaps 
Our speech not worth assuming ; 

She sate upon her parents' laps. 

And mimicked the gnat's humming ; 
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Said ' &ther,' ' mother ' — then, left off. 
For tongaes celestial, fitter. 

Her hair had grown just long enough 
To oatch heaven's jasper-glitter. 



Babes I Love could always hear and see 
Behind the cloud that hid them. 

' Let little children oome to me, 
And do not thoo forbid them.' 



So, imforhidding, have we met, 
And gently here have laid her. 

Though winter is no time to get 
The flowers that should o'er-spread her. 



We should bring pansies quick with spring, 

Bose, Tiolet, daffodilly. 
And also, above everything, 

White lilies for our Lily. 



Nay, more than flowers, this grave exacts, — 

Glad, grateful attestations 
Of her sweet eyes and pretty acta. 

With calm renunciations. 
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L CHILD B aUVK I 



Her ver; mother vritb light feet 

Should leave the place too e&rth;, 

BtLjing, ' The angels have thee, Sweet, 

we are not worthy.' 



But winter tUlB the orange buda, 
The gardens in the &oat are, 

And all the heart dissolves in fioods, 
Bemembering we hare lost her 1 



Poor earth, poor heart, — too weak, too weak. 

To miss the July shining I 
Poor heart ! — what bitter words we speak. 

When God speaks of resigning ! 



Sustain this heart in us that faints. 
Thou G-od, the self-eiistentt 

We catch up wild at parting saints, 
And feel thy Heaven too distant 



The wind that swept them out of sin 
Has rufBed all our vesture. 

On the shut door that let them in, 
We beat with frantic gesture, — 
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A CHILD 8 OIUVE AT 



To OS, OS also — open straight ! 

The oater life is chilly — 
Are tM too, like the earth, to wait 

Till next year for our Lily V 



— Oh, my own baby on my knees. 
My leaping, dimpled treasure. 

At every word I writs like these. 

Clasped close, with stronger pressure ! 



Too well my own heart understands, — 

At every word heats fuller — 
My little feet, my little hands, 

And hair of Lily's colour ! 

— But God gives patience. Lore learas strength. 

And Faith remembers promise, 
And Hope itself can smile at length 

On other hopes gone from us. 



Love, strong as Death, shall conquer Death, 
Throt^h struggle, made more gloriooB. 

This mother stills her sobbing breath. 
Renouncing, yet Tictorioua. 
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A CHILD B OBAVE AT TLOBEKCE. 

IXIT. 

Arms, emptj of her cbild, she lifts. 

With spirit unbereaTen, — 
' Ood will not all take back his gifta ; 

Uy IJly's mine in heavea ! 



' Still mine ! maternal rights serene 

Not given to another ! 
The crjratal bars shine faint between 

The souls of child and mother. 



■ Meanwhile,' the mother cries, ' content ! 

Our love was well divided. 
Its sweetness following where she went. 

Its angoish stayed where I did. 



'Welt done of God, to halve the lot. 
And give her all the sweetness ; 

To us, the empty room and cot, — 
To her, the Heaven's completeness. 



' To us, this grave — to her, the rows 
The mystic palm«trees spring in. 

To UB, the silence in the house,— 
To her, the choral singing. 



I CHILD 8 GRITE AT 



' For her, to gladden in God's view, — 
For ufl, to hope and bear on I — 

Grow, Lily, in thy garden new. 
Beside the rose of Sharon. 



' Grow fast in hearen, Bveet Lily clipped. 
In love more calm than this is, — 

And may the angels dewy-lipped 
Remind thee of our kissra I 



' While none shall tetl thee of oar 
These human tears now falling, 

Till, after a few patient years, 
One home shall take us all in. 



' Child, &ther, mother — who, left out ? 

Not rnodi^, and not father ! — 
And when, our dying couch about. 

The natural mists shall gather, 



' Some smiling angel close shall stand 

In old Correggio'a foshien, 
And bear a Lilt in his hand, 

For death's ankunciation.' 
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CATABINA TO CAMOENS; 



On the door yoa will not enter, 

I have gazed too long — adien! 
Hope nithdrawB her pend venture - 
Death is near me, — and not you. 
Come, lover, 
Cloae and cover 
These poor eyes, you called, I ween, 
' Sweetest eyes, were ever seen.' 



When I heard you sing that burden 

In my vernal days and bowers. 
Other praises disregarding, 

I but barkened that of yours — 
Only saying 
In heart-playing, 
'Blessed eyes mine eyes have been, 
If the sweetest, hib have aeen ! ' 
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OATARINA TO CAUOEKS. 

But all cbaogea. At this vesper, 

Cold the Bun shines down the door. 
If you Btood there, would you whisper 
' Love, I loYB you,' as before, — 
Death pervading 
Now, and shading 
Eyes you sang of, that yestreen. 
As the sweetest ever seen ? 



Yes, I think, were you beside them. 

Near lihe bed I die upon, — 
Though their beauty you denied them, 
As you stood there, looking down. 
You nould truly 
Call them duly. 
For the love's sake found therein, — 
' SweetoBt eyes, were ever seen.* 



And if you looked down upon them, 

And if tkey looked up to you. 
All the light which has foregone them 
Would be gathered back anew. 
They would truly 
Be as duly 
XiOve-transformed to beauty's sheen, — 
' Sweetest eyes, were ever seen.' 
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CATAKIKA TO CAHOEKS. 

Bnt, ah me ! you odIj see me. 

In your thoughts of loving man, 
Smiling eoft perhaps and dreamy 
TbroDgh the wavings of my fan,— 
And unweeting 
Go repeating, 
In your reverie serene, 
' Sweetest eyes, were ever seen.' 



While my spirit leans and reaches 

From my body etill and pale. 
Fain to bear what tender speech is 
In your love to help my bale — 
my poet, 
Gome and show it ! 
Come, of latest love, to glean 
' Sweetest eyes, were ever eeen.' 



my poet, my prophet. 

When you praised their sweetness so. 
Did you think, in singing of it. 
That it might be near to go ? 
Had you fancies 
From their glances. 
That the grave would quickly screen 
' Sweetest eyes, were ever seen? ' 
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OATABIHA TO CAKOENS. 

No reply I the fountain's warble 

In the court-jard sounds alon«. 
As the water to the marble 
So mj heart &tlls w;ith a moan 
From love-sighmg 
To this dying. 
Death foremnneth Love to win 
' Sweetest eyes, were ever seen.' 



Will yon come ? When I'm departed 

Where all sweetnesses are \\iA ; 
Where thy voice, my tender-hearted, 
Will not lift up either lid. 
Cry, lover, 
Love is over ! 
C17 beneath the cypress green — 
' Sweetest eyes, were ever seen.' 



When the ai^lus ia ringing, 

Near the convent will you walk. 
And recall the choral singing 

Which broi^ht angels doirn our ta 
Spiiit-shriven 
I viewed Heaven, 
Till you smiled — ' Is earth unclean, 
' Sweetest eyes, were ever seen ? ' 
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CATABIHA TO 

When beneath the palace-lattice. 

You rid« slow aa jou have done. 
And 70U see a face there — that is 
Not the old familiar one, — 
Will jou oftly 
Murmur softly, 
' Here, ye watched lae mom and e'en. 
Sweetest eyes, were erer seen ! ' 



When the palace-ladies, sitting 

Round your gitteru, shall have said, 

' Poet, siug those verses written 

For the lady who is dead,' 

Will you tremble. 

Yet dissemble, — 

Or sing hoarse, with tears between, 

' Sweetest eyes, were ever seen ? ' 



' Sweetest eyes ! ' how sweet 
The repeated cadence is I 
Though you sang a hundred poems, 
Still the best one would be this. 
I can hear it 
Twiit my spirit 
And the earth-noise intervene — 
' Sweetest eyes, were ever seen 1 ' 
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CATABIKA TO CUfOBHB. 

But the priest waits for the praying, 
And the choir are on their knees, 

And the soul must pass away in 

Strains more Bolemn high than theee. 

Miterere 

For the weary ! 
Oh, no longer for Catrine, 
' Sweetest eyes, were ever seen ! ' 

Keep my riband, take and keep it, 

(I have loosed it from my hair)* 

Feeling, while yoa overweep it. 

Not alone in your despair. 

Since with saintly 

Watch unfaintly 

Out of heaven shall o'er you lean 

But — but now — yet unremoved 

Up to Heaven, they glisten &st. 
Ton may cast away, Beloved, 
■In your future all my past. 
Such old pfaraaeB 
May be praises 
For some fairer bosom-queen — 
' Sweetest eyea, were ever seen ! ' 

" She left him the riband from bar hair. 
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OATABIHA TO CAUOEHS. 

Eyes of mine, what are ye doing ? 

Faithless, faithlees, — praised amiss 
If a tear be of your showing, 

Dropt for any hope of his ! 
Death has holdness 



If unworthy teal^ demean 

' Sweetest eyes, were ever seen.' 



I will look out to bis future ; 
I will Uesa it till it shine. 
Should he ever be a suitor 
Unto sweeter eyes than mine, 
Sunshine gild them. 
Angels shield tbem, 
Whataoerer eyes terrene 
Be the sweetest his have seen ! 



LIl'E AND LOVE. 



Fast this Ufa of mine was d^g, 
Blind already and calm as death, 

Snoirflakes on hei bosom lying 
Scarcely hearing with her breath. 

Love came by, and baying known her 

Id a dream of &bled lands. 
Gently stooped, and laid upon her 

Mystic chrism of holy hands ; 

Drew his smile across her folded 
Eyelids, as the swallow dips ; 

Breathed as finely as the cold did, 
Throi^b the locking of her lips. 

So, when Life looked upward, being 
Wanned and breathed on from above. 

What sight could she have for seeing. 
Evermore . . . but only Lovk ? 



ta,i,.=db, Cookie 



Wb hare met late — ^it is too late to meet, 

frteucl, not more than friend ! 
Death's forecome shroud is tangled ronnd my feet, 
And if I step or stir, I touch the end. 

In this last jeopard; 
Can I approach thee, I, who cannot move ? 
How shall I answer thy request for love ? 

Look in my &ce and see. 



I love thee not, I dare not love thee ! go 

In silence ; drop my hand. 
If thou seek roses, seek them where they blow 
In garden-alleys, not in desert-sand. 

Can life and death agree, 
That thou should'st stoop thy song to my complaint ? 
I cannot love thee. If the word is fiunt, 

Look in my face and see. 
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I might have loved thee in aome former Aaye. 

Oh, then, my spirits had leapt 
Aa uow they sink, at hearing thy love-praise. 
Before these faded cheeks were overwept, 

Had this heen asked of me, 
To love thee nith my whole strong heart and head, — 
I should have said still . . , yes, but tmiUd and saidi 

' Look in my face and see ! ' 



But now . . God sees me, God, who took my heart 

And drovmed it in life's surge. 
In all your wide warm earth I have no part — 
A light song overcomes me like a dirge. 

Could Love's great harmony 
The saints keep step to when their bonds are loose. 
Not weigh me down ? am 1 a wife to choose ? 

Look in my face and see. 



While I behold, as plain as one who dreams. 

Some woman of full worth. 
Whose voice, aa cadenced as a silver stream's. 
Shall prove the founlain-soul which sends it forth ; 

One younger, more though^free 
And ftix and gay, than I, thon must forget, 
With brighter eyes than theae . . which are not we 

Look in my &ce and see I 
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k DENIAL. If 

So iarewell thou, whom I have known too lata 

To let thee come bo near. 
Be counted bappj while men call thee great. 
And one heloved woman feels thee dear ! — 

Not I ! — that cannot be. 
I am lost, I am changed, — I muat go farther, where 
The change ahall take me worse, and no one dare 

ZiOok in my face to see. 



Meantime I blesa thee. By these thoughts of mine 

I bless thee from all such ! 
I bless thy lamp to oil, thy cup to wine. 
Thy hearth to joy, thy hand to an equal touch 

Of loyal troth. For me, 
I love thee not, I love thee not ! — away ! 
Here's no more course in my soul to say 

' Look in my face and see.' 
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PROOF AND DISPEOOF. 



Dost thou Iots me, my beloved? 

Who sfaall answer yes or no ? 
What is proved or disproved 

When my soul enquireth ao, 
DoBt thou love me, my beloved ? 



I have seen thy heart to-day, 
Never open to the crowd, 

While to love me aye and aye 
Was the vow as it was vowed 

By thine eyes of stediast.grey. 



Now I wt alone, alone — 

And the hot tears break and burn. 
Now, BelovM, thou art gone. 

Doubt and terror have their turn. 
la it love that I have known ? 
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7B0OF AND DISPBOOF. 



I hare knovn some bitter tbinge,— 

Ai^uisb, anger, eolitnde. 
Year hj jeai an evil brings, 
Year by year deuiee a good ; 
March winds violate my springs. 



I bave known bow sickness bends, 
I bave known how sorrow breaks, — 

How quick hopes have sudden ends, 
How the heart thinks till it aches 

Of the smile of buried friends. 



Last, I have known thee, my brave 
Nobia thinker, lover, doer ! 

The best knowledge last I hare. 
But thou comest as the thrower 

Of fresh flowers upon a grave. 



Count what feelings used to move n 
Can this love assort with those ? 

Thou, who art so far above me. 
Wilt thou stoop so, for repose? 

Is it true that.tboa canst love me ? 



Li,.=db, Cookie 



FBOOir AKD DISPBOOF. 



Do not bkme me if I doabt thee. 

I can call love b; its uame 
When thine arm is wrapt about me ; 

Bat even love seems not the same. 
When I sit alone, witliout tbee. 



In tby clear eyes I descried 
Many a proof of loTe, to-daj ; 

But to-night, those unbelied 
Speeehful eyes being gone anaj. 

There's the proof to seek, beside. 



Dost thou love me, my beloved ? 

Only thou canst answer yea ! 
And, thou gone, the proof's disproved. 

And the ciy rings answerlese — 
Dest thou love me, my beloved ? 
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QUESTION AND ANSWER. 



Love you seek for, presupposes 

Summer heat and Bunny glow. 
Tell me, do you find moss-rosee 

Budding, blooming in the snoiv ? 
3uon might kill the rose-tree's root- 
Shake it quickly from your foot. 
Lest it harm you as you go. 



From the ivy irhere it dapples 
A grey ruin, stone by stone, — 

So you look for grapes or apples, 
Or for sad green leaves alone? 

Pluck the leaves off, two or three — 

Keep them for morality 
When you shall be safe and gone. 



Oh, vSt thon have my hand. Dear, to lie along in thine? 

As a little stone in a running stream, it aeems to lie and 



Now drop the poor pale hand. Dear, . . unfit to pl^ht 
with thine. 



Oh, wilt thou have my cheek. Dear, drawn closer to thine 

My cheek ie white, my cheek is worn, hy many a tear 

run down. 
Now leave a little apace. Dear, i . lest it should wet 

thine own. 



Ob, must thou have my soul. Dear, commingled with 

thy soul ? — 
Bed grows the cheek, and warm the hsnd, . . the part 

ia in the whole I 
Nor hands nor cheeks keep separate, when soul is joined 

to soul. 
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INSUFFICIENCY. 



Thebe IB no one beside thee and no one above thee, 
Thou Gtandest alone as the nightingale sings t 
And my words that would praise thee are impotent 

things. 
For none can express thee though all should approve 
thee. 
I love thee so, Dear, that I only can love thee. 



Say, what can I do for thee ? weary thee, grieve thee ? 

Lean on thy shoulder,- new burdens to add ? 

Weep my tears over thee, making thee sad ? 
Oh, bold tne not — love me not t let me retrieve thee. 

I love thee so. Dear, that I only can leave thee. 



SONNETS FROM THE PORTUGUESE. 

I THOUGHT once how TheocrituB bad sung 

Of the Hweet years, the dear aad wished for years. 

Who each one in a gracious band appears 

To bear a gift for mortala, old or young : 

Aad, as I mused it in his antique tongue, 

I saw, in gradual vision through my tears, 

The sweet, sad years, the melancholy years. 

Those of my own life, who by turns had flung 

A shadow across me. Straightway I was 'ware. 

So weeping, how a mystic Shape did move 

Behind me, and drew me backward by the hair. 

And a voice said in mastery while I strove, . . 

* Guess now who holds thee ? ' — ' Death,' I said. Bi 

there. 
The silver answer rang . . ' Not Death, hut Love.' 
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FROM THE PORTUGUESE. 



But only three in all God'a universe 

Have heard thia word thou hast siud, — Himself, beside 

Thee epeaking, and me listening ! and replied 

One of us . . that was God, . . and Itud the curse 

So darkly on my eyelids, as to amerce 

My sight from seeing thee, — that if I had died. 

The deathneights, placed there, would have signified 

Less absolute esclusion. ' Nay ' is worse 

From God than from all others, my friend ! 

Men could not part us with their worldly jars. 

Nor the seas change us, nor the tempeaCs bend ; 

Our hands would touch for all the mountain-bars, — 

And, heaven being rolled between us at the end, 

We should but vow the &ster for the stars. 



eOBSETS FBOM THE POBXCflUEBE;, 



UsLiEE are we, unlike, princely Heart ! 

Unlike OUT uses and our destinies. 

Our ministering two angels look surprise 

On cue anotber, as they strike athwart 

Their wings in passmg. Thou, bethink thee, art 

A guest for queens to social pageantries, 

With gages from a hundred brighter ejes 

Than tears even can make mine, to ply thy part 

Of chief musician. What hast thou to do 

With looking from the lattice-lights at me, 

A poor, tired, wandering singer, . . singing through 

The dark, and leaning up a cypress tree ? 

The chriflm is on thine bead,— on mine, the dew, — 

And Death must dig the level where these agree. 



eONNEtB FROU THE FOBTUODESE. 



Thou haat thy calling to some palace-floor, 

Most gracious Binger of high poems I where 

The dancers nill break footing, from the care 

Of watching up thy pregnant lips for more. 

And dost thoQ lift this house's latch too poor 

For hand of thine ? and canst thou think and bear 

To let thy music drop here unaware 

la folds of golden fulness at my door? 

Look up and see the casement broken in. 

The bats and owlets builders in the roof! 

My cricket chirps f^nst thy mandolin. 

Hush, call no echo up in further proof 

Of desolation I there's a voice within 

That weeps , . as thou must sing . . alone, aloof. 



BOMHETB FROM THE PORTCOnESE. 



I LIFT my heavy heart up solemnly, 

Ab once Etectra her sepulchral urn, 

And, looking in thine eyes, I overturn 

The aslies at thy feet. Behold and see 

What a great heap of grief lay hid in me. 

And how the red wild sparkles dimly bum 

Through the ashen greyness. If thy foot in scorn 

Could tread them out to darkness utterly. 

It might be vrell perhaps. But if instead 

Thou wait beside me for the wind to blow 

The grey dust up, . . . those laurels on thine head, 

my belovM, will not shield thee so. 

That noae of all the fires shall scorch and shred 

The hair beneath. Stand further off then ! go. 



raaiL the FORTuenBSE. 



Go from me. Yet I feel that I efaall stand 
Henceforward in thy shadow. Nevennore 
Alone upon the threshold of my door , 
Of individual life, I shall command 
The uses of my swil, nor lift my hand 
Serenely in the sanshine aa before, 
Without the sense of that which I forbore, . . 
Thy touch upon the palm. The widest land 
Doom takes to part us, leaves thy heart in mine 
With pulses that beat double. What I do 
And what I dream include thee, as the wine 
Must taste of its own grapes. And when I sue 
God for myself, He hears that name of thine. 
And sees within my eyes, the tears of two. 
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SOHNBTS FBOlf THE POBTUOUBSE. 



Tee &ce of all the world is changed, I think, 
Since first I beard the footsteps of thy soul 
Move Bldlt, oh, still, beside me, as they stole 
Betwixt me and the dreadful outer brink 
Of obvious death, where I, who thought to sink, 
Was caught up into love, and taught &e whole 
Of life in a new rhythm. The cup of dole 
God gave for baptism, I am fain to drink, 
And praise its sweetness. Sweet, with thee anear. 
The names of country, heaven, are changed away 
For where Uiou art or shall be, there or here ; 
And this . . this lute and song . . loved yesterday, 
{The singing angels know) are only dear, 
Because thy name moves right in what they say. 
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SOmiETB FBOU THE FOBTaODESE. 



What con I give thee back, liberal 

And princely ^ver, ifho has brougbt the gold 

And purple of thine heart, unstained, untold, 

And laid them on the outside of the vail 

For Buoh OS 1 1« take or leave withal. 

In unexpected largesBe ? am I cold, 

Ungrateful, that for these moat manifold 

High gifts, I render nothing back at all ? 

Not so ; not cold, — but very poor instead. 

Ask Qod who knoiTB. For frequent tears have run 

The colours from my life, and left bo dead 

And pale a stuS^ it were not fitly done 

To give the same as pillow to thy head. 

Qo brther ! let it aerre to trample on. 



ta,i,.=db, Cookie 



eOKHBTS TBOU THE PORTUODESE. 



Oam it be right to give vhaX I can give? 

To let tfaee sit beneath the fall of tears 

As salt as mine, and hear the eightng j'ears 

Be-Bighing on my lips rentmciative 

Thiough those infrequent smiles which ful to live 

For all th; adjurations ? my feare. 

That this can scarce be right ! We are not peers. 

So to be loiera ; and I own, and grieve, 

That givers of such gifts as mine are, must 

Be counted with the ungenerous. Out, alas I 

I will not soil thy purple with my dust. 

Nor breathe my poison on thy Venice-glaas, 

Nor give thee any love . . . which were unjust. 

Beloved, I only bve thee 1 let it pass. 



BONNETS 7B0U THB POKTUOUESB. 



Tsi, love, mere lore, is beantiful indeed 

And northy of ttcceptation. Fire is bright. 

Let temple born, or flax. An equd light 

Leaps in the flame from cedar-pltuik or weed. 

And love is fire ; and vrhen I saj at need 

I love thee . . mexk ! . . 7 love ikee / . . in thy sight 

I stand transfigured, glorified aright. 

With conscience of the new raja that proceed 

Out of my face toward thine. There's nothing low 

In love, when love the lowest : naeaneet creatures 

Who love God, God accepts while loving so. 

And what Ifeel, across the inferior features 

Of what I am, doth flash itself, and show 

How that great work of Love enhances Natord's. 



SOKNETS FBOH TBE PORTUOUESB. 



And therefore if to love can be desert, 

I am not all nnnorthj. Cheeks as pale 

As these 70U see, and trembling knees that fail 

To bear the harden of a heavy heart, — 

This weary minstrel-life that once was girt 

To climb Aomus, and can scarce avail 

To pipe now 'gdnst the valley nightingale 

A melancholy music, — why advert 

To these things? O Beloved, it is plain 

I am not of thy worth nor for thy place ! 

And yet, because I love thee, I obtain 

From that same love this vindicating grace. 

To live on still in love, and yet in vain, . . 

To bless thee, yet renounce thee to thy &ce. 
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BOHKKTS FROU THE FOBTC0I7EBK- 



Ikseed this very love which is mj boast, 

And which, when rising up {rom breast to brow, 

Doth crowQ me with a ruby large enow 

To draw men's eyes and prove the inner cost, . . 

This love even, all my worth, to the uttermost, 

I should not love withal, unless that thou 

Hadst set me an example, shovm me how. 

When first thine earnest eyes with mine were crossed. 

And love called love. And thus, I cannot speak 

Of love even, as a good thing of my own. 

Thy soul hath snatched up mine all fiunt and weak. 

And placed it by thee on a golden throne, — 

And that I love (0 soul, we must be meek I ) 

Is by thee only, whom I love atone. 



FAUK THK POBTOSUE^. 



And wilt thou hare me fasbion into speech 

The loTe I bear thee, finding woids enough, 

And hold the torch ont, while the winds are rough, 

Between onr facea, to oast light on each ?— 

I dr^ it at ttj feet. I cannot teach 

1^7 hand to hold my spirit oo far off 

From myself . . me . . that I should bring thee proof 

In words, of love hid in me oat of reach. 

Nay, let the silence of my womanhood 

Commend my woman-love to thy belief, — 

Seeing that I stand unwon, however wooed, 

And tend the garment of my life, in brief, 

By a most dauntless, voiceless fortitude. 

Lest one touch of this heart convey its grief. 



BONKETC FBOX TBB POBIUaUESB. 



If tboD must love me, let h be for nought 

Except for love's sake odJ;. Do not atty 

' I love her for her smile . . her look . . her waj 

Of speaking gently, . . for a trick of thought 

That &lk in well with mine, and cehes bronght 

A sense of pleasant ease on soch a day' — 

For these things in themselves, Beloved, may 

Be changed, or change for thee, — and love, eo wroi^ht. 

May be unwrought ao. Neither love me for 

Thine own dear pity's wiping my cheeks dry, — 

A creature might foi^et to weep, who bore 

Thy comfort long, and lose thy bve tiiereby I 

Bnt love me for love's sake, that evermore 

Thou may'st love on, throo^ love's eternity. 



BONKEIS FBOU THE PORTUGUESE. 



Aoouas me not, beeeech tbee, that I wear 
Too oftlm Bad sad a face in front of thine ; 
For no two look two ways, and cannot shine 
With the same sunlight on our brow and hair. 
On me thou lookeet, with no doubting care, 
As on a bee shut in a crystalline, — 
Since sorrow hath shut me safe in love's divine. 
And to spread wing and fly in the onter air 
Were most impossible failure, if I strove 
To fail 80. But I look on thee . . on thee . . 
Beholding, besides lore, the end of lore. 
Hearing oblivion beyond memory ! 
As one who sita and gazes from above. 
Over the tivera to the bitter sea. 



SONKXTS FBOH THE POBTUGOESB. 



And yet, becanse tbon OTercomeet ao, 

BecftUBe thou art more noble and like a king. 

Thou canst prevail agwnat my fears and fling 

Thy purple round me, till my heart shall grow 

Too close against thine heart, henceforth to know 

How it shook when aloae. Why, conquering 

May prore aa lordly and complete a thing 

In lifdng upward, as in crushing low ! 

And ae a Tanqoished soldier yields his sword 

To one who lifts him from the bloody earth, — 

Even so, Beloved, I at lost record. 

Here ends my strife. If thou inyite me forth, 

I rise ahove abasement at the word. ' 

Moke thy love larger to enlarge my worth. 



SOHSZTS FBOU CHE POBTUaUBaB. 



Ut post, thoa canst touch on all the notes 

God set between His AA»r and Bofore, 

And strike ap^ and strike off the general roar 

Of the rushing worlds, a melody that floats 

In a serene air purely. Anddotos 

Of medicated music, answering for 

Mankind's forlorneat uses, thou cuist pour 

From thence into their ears. God's will devotes 

Thine to soch ends, and mine to wait on thine. 

How, Dearest, wilt thoa have me for most use ? 

A hope, to sing by gladly ? . . or a fine 

Sad memoiy, with thy aonga to interfuse 7 

A shade, in which U> sing ... of palm or pine ? 

A gr&TO, on which to rest from sin^ng? . . Choose. 



BONMBTS FBOU THE POKTUGUXeE. 



I NETXB gaTo a lock of hair swa; 

To a man, Deaieat, except thia to thee. 

Which DOW upon mj fingers thoughtfully 

I ring out to the full bioiai length and aay 

' Take it.' My day of puth went yesterday ; 

My hair no loDger bounds to my foot's glee. 

Nor plant I it firom rose or myrtle-tree. 

As girls do, any more. It only may 

Now shade on two pale cheeks, the mark of tears, 

Taught drooping from the head that hangs aside 

Through sorrow's trick. I thought the funeral-shears 

Would take this first, but Lore is justified, — 

Take it then, . . finding pure, from all those years. 

The kiss my mother left here when she died. 



SONNETS FBOU THK POBTnOCBSE. 



Tbb souI'b Bialto hath its merohtuidiBe ; 

I barter cnil for curl upon that mart, 

And from 1117 poet's forehead to 1117 heart, 

Beceive thia lock which outweighs argoues, — 

As purplf bUck, as erst, to Pindar's 67es, 

The dim porpureal tresses gloomed thwart 

The nine whit« Muae-hrows. For this counterpart, . 

Thy bay-ciDwn'e shade. Beloved, I aormiae, 

Stdll lingers on th7 curl, it ia so black ! 

Thus, with a fillet of smooth-kiBsing breath, 

I tie the shadow safe from gliding back. 

And lay the gift where nothing hindereth. 

Here on my heart, as on thy brow, to lack 

No natond heat till mine grows cold in death. 



rSOtl THE FOBTUOUESE. 



Beloved, my Beloved, when I think 

That ihou wast in the world a year ago. 

What tjme I sate alone here in the anow 

And saw no footprint, heard the silence siok 

No moment at thy voice, . , hut, link by link. 

Went coaatjug all my chains, as if that so 

They never could fall off at any hlow 

Struck by thy possible hand .... why, thus I drink 

Of life's great cup of wonder 1 Wonderful, 

Never to feel thee thrill the day or night 

With petsona] act or speech, — nor ever coll 

Some prescience of thee with the blossoms whita 

Thou sawest growing! Atheists aie as dull. 

Who cannot guess Qod's presence out of sight. 



Sat over ^ain, and yet once over ^ain. 

That thou dost love me. Thongh the word repeated 

Should Beem ' a, cuckoo-Bong,' as tbou dost treat it, 

Kemembec never to tlie hill or plain, 

Vallej and wood.-witbont her cnckoo-strain. 

Comes the freah Spring in all her green completed. 

Beloved, I, amid the darkness greeted 

By & doubtfnl spint-voice, in that doubt's ptun 

Cr;. . ' Speak once more . .thouloveatl' Who can fear 

Too many stars, though each in heaven shall roll — 

Too many flowers, though each shall crown the year ? 

Say thou dost love me, love me, love me — toll 

The silver iterance ! — only minding. Dear, 

To love me also in silence, vith thy sool. 
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SOHJOns FBOU THE POBTUauESS. 



Whsk our two souls eUnd up erect and Strong, 

Face to face, silent, drawing nigh and nigber. 

Until the lengthening wings break into fire 

At either ciirred point, — what bitter wrong 

Can the earth do to ua, that we should not long 

Be here contented ? Think. In mounting higher. 

The angels would press on us, and aspire 

To drop some golden orb of perfect aong 

Into our deep, dear silence. Let ub stay 

Bather on earth, Beloved, — where the unfit 

Contrarious moods of men recoil away 

And isolate pure spirits, and permit 

A place to stand and love in for a day. 

With darkness and the death-hour rounding it. 



SONNETS FEOK THE FOBTCOCBBE. 



Is it indeed bo? If I lay here dead, 

Woold'st thou miss any life in losing iqine ? 

And nould the sun for thee more coldly shine, 

Because of grave^amps falling round my head ? 

I marvelled, m; Beloved, vhen I read 

Thjr thought BO in the letter. I am thine — 

But . . fo much to thee ? Can I pour thy wine 

While my hands tremble? Then my soul, instead 

Of dreams of death, resumes life's lower range. 

Then, love me, Love 1 look on me . ■ breathe on me ! 

As brighter ladies do not count it strange. 

For love, to give up acres and d^ree, 

I yield the grave for thy sake, and exchange 

My near sweet view of Heaven, for earth with thee ! 
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SOHHETS FBOH THE PORTUflUESE. 



Lex the world's Bharpneas like a clasping knife 
Shut in upon itself and do no harm 
In this close hand of Love, now soft and warm. 
And let ue bear uo sound of human strife 
After the click of the shutting. Life to life — 
I lean npon thee, Dear, without alarm. 
And feel as safe as guarded hy a charm 
Against the stab of worldlings, who if rife 
Are weak to injure. Very whitely still 
The lilies of oui lirea may reassuie 
Their blossoms &om their roots, acuessible 
Alone to heayenly dews that drop not fewer ; 
Growing straight, oat of man's reach, on the hill. 
Qod only, who made ns rich, can make us poor. 



sonhets fbom the pobtuoobsb. 



A EEiVT heart, Bekv^d, bare I borae 

From year to year antJI I saw thj face, 

And Borrov after sorrow took the place 

Of all those natural jojs as l^tly worn 

As the stringed pearls . . each lifted in its turn 

By a beating heart at dance-titne. Hopes apace 

Were changed to long despiurs, till God's own grace 

Gould scarcely lift above the world forlorn 

My heary faearL Then tkou didst bid me bring 

And let it drop adown thy calmly great 

Deep being I Fast it sinketh, as a thing 

Which its own nature doth precipitate, 

While thine doth close above it, mediating 

Betwixt the stars and the unaccomplished fate. 



SONKETa FBOH TBE FOBTUaOEBB. 



I LIVED with TisianB for my company, 

Inslead of men and women, years ago. 

And found tbem gentle mates, nor thought to know 

A sweeter music than they played to me. 

But soon their trailing purple vas not free 

Of this world's duBt, — their Intes did silent grow, 

And I myself grew faint and blind below 

Theii vanishing eyes. Then THon didst come . . to b« 

Beloved, what they seemed. Their shining fronts, 

Their songs, their splendours, (better, yet the same, 

As river-water hallowed into fonts) 

Met in thee, and from out thee overcame 

My Boul with Batiafaction of all wants — 

Because God's gifts put man's best dreams to shame. 



SOHKETS FKOIf THE POBTnaUSSE. 



Mx own beloved, who hast lifted me 
From this drear flat of earth where I vbb thrown, 
And, in betwixt the languid ringlets, blown 
A life-breatb, till the forehead hopefully 
Shines out again, as all the ai^ela see. 
Before thy saving kiss I My own, my own, 
Who earnest to me when the world was gone. 
And I who looked for only God, found thee ! 
I find thee ; I am safe, and strong, and glad. 
As one who stands in dowleas asphodel. 
Looks backward on the tedious time he had 
In the upper life, — so I, with bosom-swell. 
Make witness, here, between the good and had. 
That Love, as strong as Death, retrieves as well. 
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BOKITETS rBOlf KHX POBTnOTJXBE. 



My letters ! all dead p&per, . . mute and wUte ! — 
And yet they seem alive and quivering 
Against mj tremulooB hands which loose the string 
And let them drop doim on taj knee to-night 
This aaid, . . he wished to have me in his sight 
Once, as a friend : this fixed a day in spring 
To come and touch my hand ... a simple thing, 
Yet I wept for it I — this, . . the paper's light . ■ 
Said, Dear, I love th«e ; and I sank and quailed 
As if God's future thundered on my past. 
This eaid, I am thine — and so its ink has paled 
With lying at my heart that beat too &8t. 
And this ... Love, thy words have ill availed, 
If, what this sfud, I dared repeat at last I 



SOMMBTS rSOU IHE FOBXCaUESE. 



I THINK of thee ! — my thoi^hts do twine and bud 

About thee, as nild vines, about a tree. 

Put oat broad leaves, and soon there's nought to aae 

Except the Btra^Iing green which hides the wood. 

Yet, mj palm-tree, be it understood 

I will not have my thoughts instead of thee 

Who art dearer, better! ratber instantly 

Renew thy presence. As a strong tree should. 

Bustle thy boughe and set thy trunk all bare, 

And let these bands of greenery which insphere thee. 

Drop heavily down, . . buret, shattered, everywhere ! 

Beoanse, in this deep joy to see and hear thee 

And breathe within thy shadow a new air, 

I do not think of thee — I am too near thee. 
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SONNETS FBOV THE FOBTCanESE. 



I BEE thine image through nj tears to-night. 
And yet to-day I Ban thee amiling. How 
Befer the cause? — Beloved, b it thou 
Or I ? who makes me sad ? The acolyte 
Amid the chanted joy and thankful rite. 
May so fall £at, with pale insensate brow, 
On the altar-stair. I hear thy voice and tow 
Perplexed, uncertain, since thou art out of sight, 
As he, in his swooning ears, the choir's amen. 
Belovdd, doBt thou love ? or did I see all 
The gloiy as I dreamed, and fainted when 
Too vehement light dilated my ideal, 
For my soul's eyes ? Will that light come again. 
As now these tears come . . . falling hot and real ? 



soiniBTB rarnc tsb pobtusubsb. 



Taot) comest ! all is said vithoat a word. 

I sit beneath thj looks, aa childien do 

In the noon-sun, nitb souls that tremble tlurongh 

Their happy eyelids from an unaverred 

Yet prodigal inward joy. Behold, I erred 

In that last doubt ! and jret I cannot roa 

The sin most, but the occasion . . . that we two 

Should for a moment stand unmioisterod 

By a mutual presence. Ah, keep near and close. 

Thou dovelike help ! and, when my fears would rise. 

With thy broad heart seronely interpose. 

Brood down with thy divine sufficienciea 

These thoughts which tremble when bereft of those, 

Like callow birds left desert to the skies. 
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FfiOll TH£ POBTiraDEBB. 



The first time tliat the sun toss on thiDQ oath 

To love me, I looked fomard to the moon 

To slacken all those bonda nhich eeemed too booh 

And qaicklj tied to make a lasting troth. 

Quick-loving hearts, I thought, may quickly loathe ; 

And, lookiog on myself, I aeemed not one 

For such man's love I — more like an out of tune 

Worn viol, a good singer n'ould be nroth 

To spoil his song with, and which, snatched in haste, 

Is laid down at the first ill-sounding note. 

I did not wrong myself so, but I placed 

A wrong on thee. For perfect strains may float 

"Neath masterhands, from instruments defaced, — 

And great souls, at one stroke, may do and doat. 



FBOll THE 



Yes, call me by my pet-name ! let me hear 
The ttame I used to run at, nhea a child. 
From insocent play, and leave the cowslips piled. 
To glance up in some face that proved me dear 
With the look of iw eyes. I miss the clear 
Fond Toioes, which, being drawn and reconciled 
Into the music of Heaven's undeflled, 
Call me no longer. Silence on the bier. 
While I call God . . call God ! — So let thy mouth 
Be heir to those who are now exanimate. 
Gather the north flowers to complete the south. 
And catch the early love up in the late. 
Tes, call me by that name, — and I, in truth, 
With the same heart, will answer, and not wait. 
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BOHKETS FROM THE PORTCGUBSE. 



With fhe same heart, I stud, I'll answer thee 
As thoae, when thou ahalt call me by my name — 
Iio, the Tain promise ! is the same, the Eame, 
Perpleiod and ruffled by life's strategy ? 
When called before, I told how hastily 
I dropped my flowers or brake ofTfrom a game. 
To run and answer with the smile that came 
At play last moment, and went on with me 
Through my obedience. When I answer now, 
I drop a grave thought, — break from solitude ; — 
Yet still my heart goes to thee . . . ponder how . . 
Not as to a single good, but all my goodl 
Lay thy hand on it, best one, and allow 
That no child's foot could run fast as this blood. 



1 THE FOBTUOUESE. 



If I leave all for thee, viih tbou exchange 

And be all to me ? Shall I nerer miss 

Home-talk and blessing and the common liisB 

That comes to each in turn, nor count it strange, 

When I look up, to drop on a new range 

Of walls and floors . . another home than this ? 

Nay, wilt thou fill that place by me which is 

Filled by dead eyes too tender to know change? 

That's hardest. If to conquer love, has tried, 

To conquer grief, tries more ... as all things prove ; 

For grief indeed is love and grief beside. 

Alaa, I have grieved so I am hard to love. 

Yet love me — wilt thou? Open thine heart wide. 

And fold within, the wet wings of thy dove. 



BONKETB FBOU THE FOHTOODESE. 



Whek we met first and loved, I did not build 
Upon the event nith marble. Could it mean 
To last, a love set pendulous between 
Sorrow and sorrow ? Nay, I rather thrilled, 
Distrusting ever; light that seemed to gild 
The onward path, and feared to overlean 
A finger even. And, though I have grown serene 
And BtroDg since then, I think that Ood has willed 
A Btill renewable fear . . love, troth . . 
Lest these enclasped hands should never hold, 
This mutual kiss drop down between ub both 
Aa an unowned thing, once the lips being cold. 
And IiDve, be fidse I if &e, to keep one oath. 
Must lose one J07, hj his life's star foretold. 



aOKKBTS FBOX THE FOBTUGUESS. 



Pabdok, ob, pardon, that my soul should make 
Of all that etroag divineness which I know 
For thine and thee, an image only bo 
Formed of the sand, and fit to ebift and break. 
It is that distant years whioh did not take 
Thy sovranty, recoiling with a blow. 
Have forced my swimming brain to undergo 
Their doubt and dread, and blindly to forsake 
Thy purity of Itkenees, and distort 
Thy worthiest love to a worthless counterfeit. 
As if a Bhipwrecked Pagan, safe in port, 
His guardian sea-god to commemorate, 
Should set a sculptured porpoise, gills a-snort. 
And vibrant tail, within the temple-gate. 



¥KOM THE POEinOUEflB. 



First time he kiseed me, he bnt only kissed 

The fingers of this hand therewith T write ; 

And, ever since, it grew more clean and white, . . 

Slow to norld-greetinga . . quick with its ' Oh, list,' 

When the angels speak. A ring of ameth^t 

I could not wear here, plainer to mj sight, 

Than that first kiss. The second passed in height 

The first, and sought the forehead, and half missed. 

Half falling on the hair. beyond meed ! 

That was the chrism of love, which love's own crown. 

With sanctifying sweetness, did precede. 

The third upon my lips was folded down 

In perfect, purple state ; since when, indeed, 

I have been proud and said, ' My love, my own.' 
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[ THE FOSIUOUESE. 



BE0AC3E tbou hast the power and onn'at the grace 
To look through and bahind this mask of me, 
(Against \Thich years have beat thus blanchingly 
With their lahts,) and heboid vaj soul's true face, 
The dim and weary witness of life's race ! — 
Because thou hast the faith and love to see. 
Through that same soul's distracting lethargy. 
The patient angel waiting for a place 
In the new Heavens ! — because nor ain nor woe. 
Hot God's infliction, nor death's neigh bourhood, 
Nor all which others viewing, turn to go, . . 
Nor all which makes me tired of all, aelf-viewed, . . 
Nothing repels thee, . . Dearest, teach me so 
To pour out gratitude, as thou dost, good. 
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80KBBTS FBOM THE POBTOQUESK. 



Oh, yes 1 they love through all this world of ours ! 

I will not gainsay love, called love forsooth. 

I have heard love talked in my early yoath. 

And since, not ho long back but that the So^'ers 

Then gathered, Bmell still. MusBulmans and Giaours 

Throw kerchie& at a smile, and have no ruth 

For any weeping. Polypheme's white tooth 

Slips on the nut, if, after frequent showers, 

The shell is over-smooth,— and not bo much 

Will turn the thing called love, aside to hate. 

Or else to oblivioQ. But then art not such 

A lover, my Beloved ! thou canst wait 

Through sorrow and sickness, to bring souls to touch, 

And think it soon when others ciy ' Too late.' 
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FBOU THE POBTnaUEBE. 



I THANK all who have loved me in their hearts, 

With thanks and lo« from mine. Deep tbanke to all 

Who paused a little near the prison-wall, 

To hear m; mosic in its louder parts, 

Ere the; went onward, each one to the mart's 

Or temple's occupation, heyond call. 

But thon, who, in my Toice's sink and MI, 

When the soh took it, thy divinest Art's 

Own instrument didst drop down at thy foot, 

To barken what I stud between my tears, . . 

Instruct me how to thank thee !-^0h, to shoot 

My soul's full meaning into future years. 

That tkey should lend it utterance, and salute 

Love that endures, from Life that disappears t 



FBOU THE FORTCOUESE. 



'My future wiU not copy fair my past' — 

I nrote that once; and thinkiag at my side 

My minUtering life-angel justified 

The word by bis appealing look npcast 

To tbe wbite tbrone of God, I turned at last, 

And tbere, instead, saw thee, not nnallied 

To angels in tby bouI I Tben I, long tried 

By natoral ills, received tbe comfort fast, 

While budding, at thy sight, my pilgrim's staff 

Qare out green leaves with morning dews impearled. 

I seek no copy now of life's fiist half : 

Leave here the pc^s with long musing curled, 

And write me new my future's epigraph. 

New angel mine, unhoped for in the world ! 



80KNKTS FKOM J'BB FOBTUOUESE. 



How do I love thee ? Let me count the ways. 

I love thee to the depth and breadth and height 

My soul can reach, when feeling out of eight 

For the ends of Being and ideal Grace. 

I lore thee to the level of everydsy's 

Most quiet need, by aun and candlelight. 

I love thee freely, as men striTe for lUgbt ; 

I love thee purely, as they turn from Praise. 

I love thee with the passion put to use 

In my old grieb, and with my childhood's &ith. 

I love thee with a love I seemed to lose 

With my lost saints, — I love thee with the breath. 

Smiles, tears, of all my life .' — and, if God choose, 

I shall but love thee better after death. 
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SOSNBTB FBOU THE FORTDQDESa. 



BEOiTilD, thou hfut brought me many floners 

Plucked in th« garden, all the summer through 

And wintMr, and it aeemed ag if they grew 

In this close room, nor misBed the eun and ahowers. 

So, in the like name of that love of ours. 

Take back these thoughts which here unfolded too. 

And which on warm and cold days I withdrew 

Frommy heart's ground. Indeed, those beds and bowers 

Be overgrown witli bitter weeds and rue. 

And wtut thy weeding; yet here's eglantine. 

Here's ivy ! — take them, as I used to do 

Thy flowers, and keep them where they shall not pine. 

Instruct thine eyes to keep their colours true. 

And tell thy soul, theii roots are left in mine. 
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CASA GUIDI WINDOWS. 

IN TWO PARTS. 



b,Goonlc I 



ADVERTISEMENT TO THE FIRST EDITION. 

This poem contains tlie impressiona of the writer 
upon events in Tuscanjr of which she was a witneaa. 
'From a window,' the critic may demur. She bows to 
the objection in the very title of her work. No con- 
tiuuoua narrative nor exposition of political philosophy is 
attempted by her. It is a simple story of personal 
impressions, whose only value is in the intensity with 
which they were received, as proving her warm affection 
for a beaatifol and unfortunate country, and the sincerity 
with which they are related, as indicating her own good 
faith and freedom from partisanship. 

Of the two parts of this poem, the first was written 
nearly three years ago, while the second resumes the 
actual situation of 1861. The discrepancy between the 
two parts is a sufifictent guarantee to the public of the 
trathfulness of the writer, who, though she certainly 
escaped the epidemic ' &Iling sickness ' of enthusiasm 
for Pio None, takes shame upon herself that she believed, 
like a woman, some royal oatlis, and lost sight of the 
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286 ADVEBTISEMENT TO THB FIH8T EDITION. 

probable cODsequencea of some obvious populsr defects. 
If the discrepiuicjr should be painful to the reader, let 
him understand that to the writer it has been more so. 
Bat such discrepancies ve are called upon to accept at 
ererj hour by the conditione of our nature, implying the 
interral bet^reen aspiiation and performance, between 
faith and dis-illuaion, between hope and &ct. 

' tnuted bnten prophwy, 
rioheat fbrtnne aonrly cunt. 
Bom for th« fotnrej to the fatnre lost J ' 

nay, not lost to the future in this case. The future of 
Italy shall not be disinherited. 



CASA GUIDI WINDOWS. 



PABT I. 

I HEARD last night a little child go Biagtng 

"Neath Casa Guidi windows, by the choich, 
hella liierta, bella ! striDging 

The same words still on notes he weat in search 
So high for, you concluded the apspringing 

Of such a nimble bird to sky from perch 
Most leave the whole bush in a tremble green. 

And that the heart of Italy must beat, 
While such a voice had leave to rise serene ■ 

Twist church and palace of a Florence street ! 
A little child, t«o, who not long had been 

By mother's finger steadied on his feet. 
And still bella liberty he sang. 

Then I thonght, musing, of the innumeroua 
Sweet songs which still for Italy outrang 

From older singers' lips, who sang not thus 
Esultingly and purely, yet, with pang 

Fast sheathed in music, touched the heart of us 
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So finely, that the pity scatcely pained. 
I thought how Fillc^a led on others, 

BewEulers for their Italy enchained. 
And how they called her childless among mothers, 

Widow of empires, ay, and scarce refrained 
Cursing her beauty to her face, as brothers 

Might a shamed sister's, — ' Had she been less fair 
She nere less wretched,' — how, evoking so 

From congregated wrong and heaped despair 
Of men and women writhing under blow, 

Harrowed and hideous in a filthy lair. 
Some personating Image, wherein woe 

Was wrapt in beauty from ofi'ending much. 
They called it Cybele, or Niobe, 

Or laid it corpse-like on a bier for such, 
Where all the world might drop for Italy 

Those oadeneed tears which bum not where they 

' Juliet of nations, canst thou die as we ? 

And was the riolet crown that crowned thy head 
So over-large, though new buds made it rough, 

It slipped down and across thine eyelids dead, 
sweet, fair Juliet ? ' Of such songs enough. 

Too many of anch complaints I behold, instead. 
Void at Verona, Juliet's marble trough,* 

Ab void as that is, are all images 
Men set between themselves and actual wrong, 

* The? show at Yeroiia, as the tomb of Juliet, ab empt; trough 
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CAfl^ aniQi WINDOWS. 339 

To catch the weight of pit/, meet the stress 
Of conacietioe, — since tis easier to gaze long 

On mournful maskB, and sad effigies, 
Than on real, live, weak creatures crushed by strong. 

For me who stand in Ital/ to-day 
Where worthier poets stood and song before. 

I kiss their footsteps, yet their words gainsay. 
I can but muse in hope upon this shore 

Of golden Amo as it shoots away 
Through Florence' heart beneath her bridges four ! 

Bent bridges, seeming to strain off like bows. 
And tremble while the arrowy undertide 

Shoots on and cleares the marble as it goes. 
And strikes up palace-walls on either side. 

And froths the cornice out in glittering rows. 
With doors and windows quwntly multiplied, 

And terrace-sweeps, and gazers upon all, 
By whom if flower or kerchief were thrown out 

From any lattice there, the same would fall 
Into the river underneath no doubt. 

It runs so close and fast 'twixt wall and wall. 
How beautiful ! the mountains from without 

In silence listen for the word said next. 
What word will men say, — here where Giotto planted 

Hia campanile, like an nnperplexed 
Fine question Heaven-ward, touching the tbiugs granted 

A noble people who, being greatly vesed 
In act, in aspiratbn keep undaunted ? 
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What word will God aaj ? Michel's Night aod Da; 
And Dawn and Twilight wait in marble scora,* 

Like doga npon a dunghill, couched on clay 
From whence the Medicean stamp's outworn. 

The final putting ofT of all such sway 
By all such handa, and freeing of the unborn 

In Florence and the great world outside Florence. 
Three hundred years his patient statues wait 

In that small chapel of the dim St. Lawrence. 
Day's eyea are hreaking bold and passionate 

Oyer hia ahoulder, and will flaah abhorrence 
On darkness and with level looks meet fate, 

When once loose from that marble film of theirs ; 
The Night has wild dreams in ber sleep, the Dawn 

Is haggard as the sleepleas. Twilight wears 
A Bort of horror ; as the veil withdrawn 

'Twixt the artist's eoul and worka had left them heirs 
Of speechleas thoughts which would not quail nor fawn, 

Of angers and contempts, of hope and love ; 
For not without a meaning did he place 

The princely Urbino on the seat above 
With everlaedng shadow on his face, 

While the slow dawns and twilights disapprove 
The ashes of his long-extinguished race, 

Which never more shall clog the feet of men. 

* Thew iiimoQB rtatnes reclbe in the SBgrestia Nnova, on the 
tomte af Ginllaao de' Medici, third eon of Lorenzo the Magnificent, 
and Lorenio of Urbino, his graadaoa. Strozii'ii epigmn on the 
Nighl^ with Michel Angalo'a rejoinder, ia well known. 
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I do believe, difinest Angeb, 

That winter-hour, in Via Larga, when 
They bade thee build a statue np in snow,* 

And Htraight that marvel of thine art again 
DissolTed beneath the sun's Italian glow, 

Tliine eyes, dilated with the plastic passion, 
Thawing too, in drops of wounded manhood, since. 

To mock alike thine art and indignation. 
Laughed at the palace-window the new prince, — 

('Aha! this genius needs for exaltation. 
When all's said, and hone'er Uie prond may wince, 

A little marble from our princely mines ! ') 
I do believe that hour thon langhedst too. 

For the whole sad world and for thy Florentinea, 
After those few tears — which were only few ! 

That as, beneath the sun, the grand white lines 
Of thy Bnow-Htatue trembled and withdrew, — 

The head, erect as Jove's, being palsied first. 
The eyelids flattened, the full brow turned blank, — 

The right hand, raised but now as if it cursed, 
Dropt, a mere snowball, (till the people sank 

Their voices, though a louder laughter burst 
From the royal window) then couldst proudly thank 

God and the prince for promise and presage, 
And laugh the laugh back, I think verily. 

Thine eyes b^ng purged by tears of righteous R^e 
To read a wrong into a prophecy, 

ly PiatM, the nmrorthj Bucosasor 
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And measure a txue great maa's heritage 
Against a mere great duke'a poaterity. 

I think thy soul said then, ' I do not need 
' A princedom and its quarries, after all ; 

For if I write, paint, carve a word, indeed. 
On book or board or dust, on fioor or wall, 

The same is kept of Ood, who taketh heed 
That not a letter of the meaning fall 

Or ere it touch and teach His world's deep heart. 
Outlasting, therefore, all jonr lordships, air ! 

So keep your stone, beseech you, for your part. 
To cover up jour grave-place and refer 

The proper titles ; I live hy my art. 
The thought I threw into this snow shall stir 

This gazing people when their gaze is done ; 
And the tradition of your act and mine, 

When all the snow is melted in the aun. 
Shall gather up, for Dnbornmen, a sign 

Of what is the true princedom, — ay, and none 
Shall laugh that day, except the drunk with wine.' 

Amen, great Angelo ! the day's at hand. 
If many laugh not on it, shall we weep ? 

Much more we must not, let us understand. 
Through rhymers sonneteering in their sleep. 

And archaiets mumbling diy bones up the land. 
And sketchers lauding ruined towns a-heap, — 

Throi^b all that drowsy bum of voices smooth, 
The hopeful bird mounts carolling from brake, 

D,mi,.=db, Cookie 



OABA OUIDI WINDOWS. Vi9 

The hopeful child, with leaps to catch hia growth. 

Sings open-eyed for liberty's sweet sake '. 

And I, a singer also, from mj youth, 
, Prefer to sing with these who are awake, 

With birds, with babes, with men who will not fear 
The baptism of the holy morning dew, 

(And many of such wakers now are here, 
Complete in their anoiuted manhood, who 

WUl greatly dare and greatlier persevere,) 
Than join those old thin voices with my new. 

And sigh for Italy with some safe sigh 
Cooped op in music 'twixt an oh and ah, — 

Nay, hand in hand with that young child, will I 
Go singing rather, ' BeUa liherta,' 

Than, with those poets, croon the dead or cry 
' Se (w men beUafoasi, Italia! ' 

' Less wretohed if less fair.' Perhaps a truth 
Is so lar plain in this — that Italy, 

Long trammelled with the purple of her yonth 
Against her age's ripe activity. 

Sits still upon her tombs, without death's ruth. 
Bat also without life's brave energy. 

' Now tell ua what is Italy ? ' men ask : 
And others answer, ' Vii^l, Cicero, 

Catullus, CsBsar.' What beside? to task 
The memory closer — ' Why, Boccaccio, 

Dante, Fetrarca,' — and if stitl the flask 
Appears to yield its wine by drops too slow, — 
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' Angelo, Raffael, Pergolese,' — all 
Whose strong hearts beat through stone, or chained 

The paints with fire of bouIs electrical. 
Or broke up heaven for music. What more then ? 

Why, then, no more. The chaplet's last beads fell 
In naming the last saintehip within ken. 

And, after that, none prayeth in the land. 
Alas, this Italy has too long swept 

Heroic ashes up for hoar-glasa sand ; 
Of her own past, impassioned nympholept ! f 

Consenting to be muled here by the hand 
To the very bay-tree under which she stepped 

A queen of old, and plucked a leafy branch. 
And, licensing the world too long indeed 

To use her broad phylacteries to staunch 
And stop her bloody lips, she takes no heed 

How one clear word would draw an avalanche 
Of living sons around her, to succeed 

The vanished generations. Can she count 
These oil-eaters, with large, live, mobile mouths 

Agape for maccaroni, in the amount 
Of consecrated heroes of her aouth's 

Bright rosary ? The pitcher at the fount, 
The ^t of gods, being broken, she much loathes 

To let the gTound-leaves of the place confer 
A natural bowl. So henceforth she would seem 

No nation, but the poet's pensioner. 
With alma from every land of song and dream, 
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While aye her pipers sadly pipe of her. 
Until their proper breaths, in that extreme 

Of sighing, split the reed on which they played ! 
Of which, no more. But never say * no more ' 

To Italy's life ! Her memories undismayed 
Still ai^e ' evermore,' — her graves implore 

Her future to be strong and not afraid ; 
Her very statues send their looks before. 

We do not serve the dead — the past is past I 
God Itvea, and lifts his glorious mornings up 

Before the eyes of men, awake at last, 
Who pat away the meats they used to sup, 

And down upoa the dust of earth outcast 
The dregs remaining of the ancient cup, 

Then tarn to wakeful prayer and worthy act. 
The dead, upon their awful 'vantage ground. 

The sun not in their &oes, — shall abstract 
No more our strength : we will not be discrowned 

As guardians of their crowns ; nor deign transact 
A barter of the present, for a sound 

Of good, ao counted in the foregone days. 
Dead, ye shall no longer cling to us 

With rigid hands of desiccating praise. 
And drag na backward by the garment thus. 

To stand and laud you in long-drawn virelays ! 
We mil not henceforth be oblivious 

Of our own lives, becauae ye lived before, 
Nor of our acts, because ye acted well. 
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We thank you that ye first uolaUibed the door. 
But will not make it inaccessible 

B; thankii^ on the threabold any more. 
We bun7 onward to extinguiab belt 

With our fresh souls, our younger hope, and God's 
Maturity of purpose. Soon shall we 

Die also ! and, that then our periods 
Of life may round themaelTes to memoiy. 

As smoothly as on our graves the burial-sods, 
We now must look to it to excel as ye, 

And bear our age as far, nnUmited 
By the last mind-mark I so, to be invoked 

By future generations, as their Dead. 

'Tls true that when the dust of death has choked 

A great man's voice, the common words he said 
Tom oracles, — the common thoughts he yoked 

Like horses, draw like griffins ! — this is true 
And acceptable. I, too, should desire, 

When men make record, with the flowers they strew, 
' Savonarola's son! went out in fire 

Upon our Grand-duke's piazza,* and bnmed through 
A moment first, or ere be did expire. 

The veil betwixt the right and wrong, and showed 
How near God sate and judged the judges there,—' 

* SuTonsrala was bomt foe Mb kurtimoD; against papal ooirap- 
tioDS as early as Uarcb. 1498 : and, ae Ute aa oar own day, it 
ba£ been a cnatom in Ploreace to strew vith liolda tte pavemeBt 
whet* he suffered, in grateful recognition of the anniTeraarj. 



ta,i,.=db, Google 



CA3A QUIDI WIKDOWS. Q47 

Upon the.Belf-same pftvement overatrewed, 
To cast m; violets with as reTerent care, 

And prove that all tiie vrinters which have snoned 
Caanot snow out the acent from stones and air. 

Of a sincere man's virtues. This was he, 
Savonarola, who, while Peter sank 

With his whole boat-load, called courageously 
' Wake Christ, wake Christ ! ' — ^Who, having tried the 
tank 

Of old church-watera used for baptistry 
Ere Luther came to spill them, swore they stank ! 

Who also by a princely deathbed cried, 
' Loose Florence, or God will not loose thy soul ! ' 

Then fell back the Munificent and died 
Beneath the star-look, shooting from the cowl, 

Which turned to wormwood bitterness the wide 
Deep sea of his ambitions. It were foul 

To grudge Savonarola and the rest 
Their violets ! rather pay them quick and fresh ! 

The emphasis of death makes manifest 
The eloquence of action in our flesh ; 

And men who, living, were but dimly guessed, 
When once free from their life's entangled mesh. 

Show their full length in graves, or oft indeed 
Exaggerate their stature, in the flat, 

To noble admirations which exceed 
Most nobly, yet will calculate in that 

But accurately. We, who are the seed 
Of buried creatures, if we turned and spat 
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Upon our anUcedents, we were vile. 
Bring violets rather ! If these had not walked 

Their furlong, could we hope to walk our mile ? 
Therefore bring violeta. Yet if we, aelf-baulked, 

Stand still, a^trening violets all the while, 
These mov^ in vain, of whom we have vainly talked. ' 

So rise up henceforth with a cheerful amilo. 
And having strewn the violets, reap the com. 

And having reaped and garnered, bring the plough 
And draw new furrows 'neath the healthy mom. 

And plant the great Hereafter in this Now. 

Of old 'twas so. How step by step was worn. 

As each man gained on each, securely ! — how 
Each by his ovrn strength sought his own ideal, — 

The ultimate Perfection leaning bright 
From out the sun and stars, to bless the leal 

And earnest search of all for Fair and Bight, 
Through doubtful forms, by earth accounted real ! 

Because old Jubal blew into delight 
The souls of men, with clear-piped melodies. 

If youthful Asaph were content at moat 
To draw from Jubal's grave, with listening eyes. 

Traditionary musto's Seating ghost 
Into the grass-grown silence, were it wise ? 

And vias't not wiser, Jubal's breath being lost. 
That Miriam clashed her cymbals to surprise 

The suu between her white anus Sung apart. 
With new, glad, golden sounds ? that David's strings 
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O'erflowed bis hand irith music from hie heart? 
So harmony grows fall from many aprings, 
And happy accident tnmB holy art. 

You enter, hi your Florence wanderings. 

The chnrch of St. Maria Norella. Pass, 
The left Btair, where at pl^ue-time Mocchiavel * 

Saw One with set &ir face as in a glass. 
Dressed out against the fear of death and bell. 

Rustling her silks in pauses of the mass, 
To keep the thought o£F how her husband fell. 

When she left home, stark dead across her feet, — 
The sttur leads up to what the Orgf^as save 

Of Dante's diemons ; yon, in passing it. 
Ascend the right stair from the &rttier nave, 

To muse in a small chapel scarcely lit 
By Cimabue's Virgin. Bright and bcaTe, 

That.picture was accounted, mark, of old. 
A king stood bare before its sovran grace,f 

A reverent people shouted to behold 
The picture, not the king, and even the place 

Containing such a miracle, grew bold, 
Named the Qlad Boi^o from that beauteous face, — 

* Bee hia descripticiii of the plsgae in Floreace. 

i- Charles af Aiuoo, in hia paasage throogh Flcuflace, vaa per- 
roitted to see this picture vhila yet in Ciinabne's ' bottega.' The 
popnlaeo foIIowBd the royal visitor. Mid, from tha umTereal delight 
and admiration, the i^iiArter of the city in which the utiiil lived, 
woe called ' Borgo Allegii' The pirtnre was carried in triumph to 
the chnrch, and depodted there. 
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Which thrilled the artist, after work, to think 
His own ideal Maiy-emile should staod 

So very near him, — he, mthin the brink 
Of all that glory, let in by his hand 

With too divine a rashness I Yet none elirink 
Who come to gaze here now — albeit 'twaa planned 

Sublimely in the thought's simplicity. 
The Lady, throned in empyreal state. 

Minds only the young babe upon her knee. 
While sidelong angels bear the royal we^ht. 

Prostrated meekly, smiling tenderly 
Oblivion of their wings ; the Child thereat 

Stretohing its hand like God, If any should, 
Because of some stiff draperies and loose joints, 

Gaze scorn down from the heights of Bafiaelhood, 
On Cimabue's picture, — Heaven anoints 

The head of no such critic, and his blood 
The poet's curse strikes full on and appoints 

To ague and cold spasms for evermore. 
A noble picture I worthy of the about 

Wherewith along the streets the people bore 
Its cherub faces, which the sun threw out 

Until they stooped and entered the church door ! — 
Yet rightly was young Giotto talked about. 

Whom Cimabue found among the sheep,* 

* How Cimftbiie found Qiotto, the shepherd-bo;, sketching n 
ram of hia flock npon a atone, ia prettily told by Yaaari, — who »leo 
relfttea tliat the elder artist Marghsritone died * iofartidito ' of the 
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And knew, as gods know gods, and carried home 

To paint the things he had pEunted, with a deep 
And fuller insiglit, and so overcome 

His chapel-kdy with a heavenlier sweep 
Of light. For thus wo mount into the sum 

Of great things known or acted. I hold, too. 
That Cimabue smiled upon the lad. 

At the first stroke which passed what he could do, — ■ 
Or else his Virgin's smile had never bad 

Sucb sweetness in 't. All great men who foreknew 
Their heirs in art. for art's sake have been glad, 

And bent their old nhit« heads as if uncrowned. 
Fanatics of their pure ideals still 

Far more tiiau of their triumphs, which were found 
With some less vehement stru^le of the will. 

If old Mai^heritone trembled, swooned. 
And died despuring at the open sill 

Of other men's achievements, (who achieved. 
By loving art beyond the master 1) he 

Was old Margheritone, and conceived 
Never, at first youth and most ecstasy, 

A Virgin like that dream of one, which heaved 
The death-sigh from his heart. If wistfully 

Margheritcne sickened at the smell 
Of Cimabue 's laurel, let him go 1 — 

For Cimabue stood up very well 
In spite of Giotto's — and Angelico, 

The artist-saint, kept smiting in his cell 
The smile with which he welcomed the sweet slow 
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iDbreak of angels, (whiteniog through the dim 
That be might paint them !) while the euddeo sense 

Of Eafiael's future waa revealed to him 
By force of his owo fair works' competence. 

The same blue waters where the dolphins amra 
Suggest the tritooB. Through the blue Immense, 

Strike out, all swininierB ! cling not in the way 
Of one another, ao to sink ; but learn 

The strong man's impulse, catch the freah'uing spray 
He throws up in his motions, and discern 

By his clear, westering eye, the time of day. 
Thou, God, bast set ua woithy gifts to earn, 

Besides thy heaven and Thee 1 and when I say 
There's room here for the weakest man alive 

To live and die, — there's room too, I repeat. 
For all the strongest to lire well, and strive 

Their own way, by their individual heat, — 
Like some new bee-swarm leaving the old hive, 

Despite the wax which tempts bo violet-sweet. 
Then let the living live, the dead retain 

Their grave-cold flowers ! — though honour's best 
supplied. 
By bringing actions, to prove their's not vain. 

Cold graves, we say ? it shall be testified 
That living men who bum in heart and brain. 

Without the dead, were colder. If we tried 
To sink the past beneath our feet, be sure 

The future would not stand. Precipitate 
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Tbia old roof from tbe shrine — and, iaaecure, 

The nestiDg ewallovi &y off, mate from mate. 
How scant the gardens, if the graves were fewer I 

The tall green popkrs grew no longer straight, 
Whose tops not looked to Troy. Would any fight 

For Athens, and not swear bj Marathon ? 
Who dared build temples, without tombs in s^ht ? 

Or live, without some dead man's benison ? 
Or seek truth, hope far good, and strive for nght. 

If, looking up, he saw not in the sun 
Some angel of the martyrs all day long 

Standing and waiting ? Your last rhythm will need 
Your earliest key-note. Could I sing this song, 

If my dead masters had not taken heed 
To help the heavens and earth to make me strong, 

As the wind ever will find out some reed, 
And touch it to such issues as belong 

To such a frail thing ? None may gru^e the dead. 
Libations from full cups. Unless we choose 

To look back to the hills behind us spread. 
The phuns before us, sadden and confuse ; 

If orphaned, we are disinherited. 

I would but turn these lachrymals to use. 
And pour fresh oil in from the olive grove. 

To furnish them as new lamps. Shall I say 
What made my heart beat with exalting bve, 

A few weeks back ? — 

.... The day was such a day 



ta,i,.=db, Cookie 



354 CASA OUIDI WINDOWS. 

As Fbrence owes tbe Bun. The sky above, 
Its weight upon tbe ntountains Beemed to lay, 

And palpitate in glory, like a dove 
Who has flown too fast, full-hearted ! — take away 

The image ! for tbe heart of man beat higher 
That day in Florence, flooding all her streets 

And piazzas with a tumult and desire. 
The people, with accumulated heats, 

And (aces turaed one way, as if one fire 
Both drew and flushed them, left their ancient beats, 

And went up toward the palace-Pitti wall. 
To thank their Grand-doke, who, not quite of course, 

Had graciously permitted, at their call, 
The citizens to use their civic force 

To guard their civic \omee. So, one and all. 
The Tuscan cities streamed up to the source 

Of thb new good, at Florence, t&king it 
As good so far, presageful of more good, — 

The first torch of Italian freedom, lit 
To toss in tbe next tiger's face who should 

Approach too near them in a greedy fit, — 
The first pulse of an even flow of blood. 

To prove the level of Italian veins 
Toward rights perceived and granted. How we gazed 

From Caaa Gnidi windows, while, in trains 
Of orderly procession — banners raised. 

And intermittent bursts of martial straias 
Whicb died upon the shout, as if amazed 

By gladness beyond music — they passed on ! 
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The MagiBtracy, with insignia, passed, — 

And all the people sboated in the sun, 
And all the thousand windows which had cast 

A ripple of silks, in blue and scarlet, down, 
{Aa if the houses overflowed at last,) 

Seemed growing larger with fair heads and eyes. 
The Lawyers passed, — and still arose the shout. 

And hands broke from the windows to surprise 
Those grave calm brows with hay-tree leaves thrown out. 

The Priesthood passed, — the friars wiih worldly-wise 
Keen sidelong glances &om their beards about 

The street to see who shouted ! many a monk 
Who takes a long rope in the waist, was there i 

Whereat the popular exultation drunk 
With indrawn ' vivas ' the whole sunny air. 

While, through the murmuring windows, rose and sunk 
A cloud of kerchiefed hands, — ' The church makes fair 

Her welcome in the new Pope's name.' Ensued 
The black sign of the * Martyrs I ' (name no name. 

But count the graves in silence.) Next, were viewed 
The Artists ; next, the Trades ; and after came 

The People, — flag and sign, and rights as good, — 
And very loud the shout was for that same 

Motto, ' II popolo.' Il Popolo, — 
The word means dukedom, empire, majesty. 

And kings in such an hour might read it ao. 
And next, with banners, each in his degree. 

Deputed representatives a-row 
Of every separate state of Tuscany. 
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Siena'a she- wolf, bhsLlmg on the fold 
Of the first flag, preceded Pisa's hare, 

And Massa's Hon floated calm in gold, 
Fienza's following with his silver stare. 

Arezzo's steed pranced clear from bridle-hold, — 
And well might shout our Florence, greeting there 

These, and more brethren. Last, the world had sent 
The various childien of her teeming flanks — 

Greeks, English, French — as if to a parliament 
Of lovers of her Italy in ranka, 

Each beadng its land's symbol reverent 
At which the stones seemed breaking into thanks 

And rattling up the sky, such sounds in proof 
Arose ; the very house-walls seemed to bend ; 

The very windows, up from door to roof. 
Flashed out a rapture of bright heads, to mend 

With passionate looks, the gesture's whirling off 
A hurricane of loaves. Three hours did end 

While all these passed ; and ever in the crowd. 
Rude men, unconscious of the tears that kept 

Their beards moist, shouted ; some few laughed aloud, 
And none asked any why they laughed and wept. 

Friends kissed each other's cheeks, and foes long vowed 
More warmly did it, — two-months' babies leapt 

Kight upward in their mother's arms, whose black, 
Wide, glittering eyea looked elsewhere ; lovers pressed 

Each before either, neither glancing back ; 
And peasant maidens, smoothly 'tired and tressed. 

Forgot to finger on theu- throats the slack 
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Great pearl-stiiogs ; while old blind men woold not rest. 

But pattered with their staves and slid their sboea 
Along the stones, and smiled as if they saw. 

heaven, I think that day had noble nee 
Among God's days. So near stood Bight and Law, 

Both mutually forborne I Law would not bruise. 
Nor R^ht deny, and each in reverent awe 

Honoured the other. And if, ne'ertheless. 
That good day's sun delivered to the vines 

No charta, and the liberal Duke's excess 
Did scarce exceed a Guelf 's or Ohibelline's 

In any special actual righteousness 
Of what that day he granted, still the signs 

Are good and full of promise, we mnst say. 
When multitudes approach their kings with prayers 

And kings concede their people's right to pray. 
Both in one sunshine. Orie& are not desp^rs. 

So uttered, nor oan royal claims dismay 
When men from humble homes and dnoal chairs, 

Hate wrong together. It was well to view 
Those banners ruffled in a ruler's face 

Inscribed, ' Live freedom, union, and all true 
Brave patriots who are aided by God's grace I ' 

Nor was it ill, when Leopoldo drew 
His little chUdren to the window-place 

He stood in at the Fitti, to suggest 
Tkey too should govern as the people willed. 

What a cry rose then ! some, who saw the best. 
Declared his eyes filled up and overfilled 
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With good warm hnman tears wliich unrepressed 
B&a down, I like his face ; the forehead's build 

Has DO capacious genius, yet perhaps 
Sufficient comprehension, — mild and sad. 

And careful nobly, — not with care that wraps 
Self-loTiDg hearts, to stifle and make mad. 

But careful with the care that shuns a lapse 
Of faith and duty, stodious not to add 

A burden in the gathering of a gain. 
And so, Ood save the Duke, I say with those 

Who that day shouted it, and while dukes reign, 
May all wear in the Tisible overflows 

Of spirit, anch a look of careful pain I 
For God must lore it better than repose 

And all the people who went up to let 

Their hearts out to that Duke, as has been told — 
Where guess ye that the living people met, 

Kept tryst, formed ranks, chose leaders, first unrolled 
Their banners? 

In the Lo^a? where is set 

Cellini's godlike Perseus, bronze — or gold — 
(How name the metal, when the statue flings 

Its soul 80 in your eyes ?) with brow and sword 
Superbly calm, as all opposing things. 

Slain with the Goi^n, were no more abhorred 
Since ended? 

No, the people sought no wings 

From FerseuB in the Loggia, nor implored 
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From tbat dim bust of Bnitiu, jagged and grand. 
Where Buonarroti paaaionately tried 

From out the close-clenched marble to demand 
The head of Rome's sublimest homicide, — 

Then dropt the qniToring mallet from his hand. 
Despairing he could find no model-stuff 

Of Brutus, in all Florence, whore he found 
The gods and gladiators thick enough. 

Nor there ! the people chose still holier ground I 
The people, who are simple, blind, and rot^h. 

Enow their own angels, after looking ronnd. 
Whom ohose they then? where met they? 

On the stone 

Called Dante's, — a plain fiat stone, scarce discerned 
From others in the pavement, — whereupon 

He us«d to bring his quiet chair out, turned 
To BrunelleScbi's cbnrch, and pour alone 

The lara of his spirit when it burned. 
It is not cold to-daj. passionate 

Poor Dante, who, a banished Florentine, 
Didst sit austere at banquets of the great. 

And muse upon this far-off Btone of thine. 
And think how oft some passer used to wait 

A moment, in the golden day's decline, 
With ' Good night, dearest Dante ! ' — well, good night ! 

I muse now, Dante, and think, Terily, 
Though chapelled in the byeway, out of sight. 
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BaTenna's bones would thrill witli ecstasy, 
CouM'Bt know thy favoarite stone's elected rigbt 

As tryst-place for thy ToscatiB to foresee 
Their earliest chartas from. Good night, good laoro. 

Henceforward, Dante ! now my soqI is sure 
That thine is better comforted of scorn, 

And looks down earthward in completer cnre. 
Than when, in Santa Croce church forlorn 

Of any corpse, the architect and hewer 
Did pile the empty marbles as thy tomb.* 

For now thou art no longer exiled, now 
Best honoured! — we salute thee who art come 

Back to the old stone with a softer brow 
Than Oiotto drew upon the wall, for some 

Good lovers of our age to track and plough + 
Their way to, through time's ordures stratified. 

And startle broad awake into the dull 
Bai^Uo chamber ! now, thou 'rt milder eyed, — 

Now Beatrix may leap up glad to cull 
Thy first smile, even in heaven and at her side. 

Like that which, nine years old, looked beautiful 
At May-game. What do I say? I only meant 

That tender Dante loved his Florence well. 
While Florence, now, to love him is content; 

* The Floreotines, to whom the EaTennese reftued tile body of 
D>n(e, (denumded of tham 'iiijilKteremoraeDriaTe')haTBgiien a 
oenataph in this church to Qieir divine poet. Someiluiig leas tbaa 
» grove I 

t In aUoBioii to Mr. Eirkup'i diacovei; of (Kotto^i ft«ico-partrait 
of Dante. 
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And, mark ye, that the piercingest sweet smell 
Of love'a dear incense by the liTing sent 

To find the dead, is not accessible 
To lazy livers ! no narcotic, — not 

Swung in a censer to a sleepy tune, — 
But (rod oat in the morniog air, by hot 

Quick spints, who tread firm to ends foreshown. 
And use the name of greatness unfoi^ot. 

To meditate what greatness may be done. 

For Dante sita in heaven, and ye stand here, 

And more remains for doing, all must feel, 
Than trysting on his stone from year to year 

To shift processions, civic toe to heel. 
The toYra'e thanks to the Pitti, Are ye freer 

For what was felt that day ? a chariot-wheel 
May spin fast, yet the chariot never roll. 

But if that day suggested something good, 
And bettered, with one purpose, soul by sonl, — 

Better means freer. A land's brotherhood 
Is most puissant : men, upon the vhole. 

Are what they can be, — nations, what they would. 

Will, therefore, to be'strong, thou Italy ! 

Will to be noble ! Anstrian Metlemich 
Can fix no yoke unless the neck e^ree ; 

And thine is like the lion's when the thick 
Dews shudder from it, and no man would be 

The stniker of his mane, much lees would prick 
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His noeUil with a reed. When nalionB roer 
Like lions, nho shall tame them, and defraud 

Of the doe pasture by the rirer-shore ? 

Roar, therefore ! shake your den-laps diy abroad. 

The amphitheatre with open door 
Leads back upon the bencherB, who applaud 

The last Bpear-thruster. 

Yet the Heavens forbid 

That we should call on passion to confront 
The brutal with the brutal, and, amid 

This ripening world, suggest a lion's-hant 
And lion's- vengeance for the wrongs men did 

And do now, though the spears are getting blunt. 
We only call, because the sight and proof 

Of lion-strength hurts nothing ; and to show 
A lion-heart, aud measure paw with hoof, 

Helps something, even, and will instruct a foe 
As well as the onslaught, how to stand aloof ! 

Or else the world gets past the mere brute blow 
Or given or Uken. Children use the fist 

Until they are of age to use the brain ; 
And so we needed Cnsars to assist 

Alan's justice, and Napoleons to explain 
God's counsel, when a point was nearly missed, 

Until our generations should attain 
Christ's stature nearer. Not that we, alas, 

Attain already ; but a single inch 
Will raise to look down on the swordsman's pass, 
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Aa knigbtljr Roland on the conard's flinch : 
And, after cbloroform and ethergea. 

We find out slowly what the bee and fincb 
Have ready found, tbrough Nature's lamp in each, 

How to our races we may justify 
Our individual claims, and, as we reach 

Oar own gra|>eB, bend the top vines to supply 
The children's uses, — how to fill a breach 

With olive branches, — how to quench a lie 
With truth, and smite a foe upon the cheek 

With Christ's most conquering kiss. Why, these are 
things 
Worth a great nation's finding, to prove weak 

The ' glorious arma ' of military kings. 
And BO with wide embrace, my England, seek 

To stifle the bad heat and flickeringe 
Of this world's false and nearly expended fire ! 

Draw palpitating arrows to the wood. 
And twang abroad thy high hopes, and thy higher 

Resolves, from that most virtuous altitude ! 
Till nations shall unconsciously aspire 

By looking up to thee, and learn that good 
And gloiy are not different. Announce law 

By freedom ; exalt chivalry by peace ; 
Instruct how clear calm eyes can overawe, 

And how pure bands, stretched simply to release 
A bond-slave, will not need a sword to draw 

To be held dreadful. my England, crease 
Tby purple with no alien agonies 1 
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No stru^es toward encro&cbnient, no Tile war 1 
DiBband tfa^ captains, change thy victoriee, 

Be henceforth prosperous as the angels are, 
Helpii^, not hntnbliug. 

Drums and battle cries 

Qo oat in mnsio of the morning star — 
And soon we shall hare thinkers in the place 

Of fighters, each found able as a man 
To strike electric influence through a race, 

Unstayed bj city-wall and barbican. 
The poet shall look grander in the dcB 

Than even of old, (when he of Greece b^n 
To sing ' that Abbillean wrath which slew 

So many heroes,') — seeing he shall treat 
The deeds of souls heroic toward the true— 

The oracles of life — previsions sweet 
And awful, iike divine swans gliding through 

White arms of Ledas, which will leave the heat 
Of their escaping godship to endue 

The human medium with a heavenly flush. 

Meanwhile, in this same Italy we want 
Not papular passion, to arise and crush, 

But popular eonscieuM, vfhich may covenant 
For what it knows. Concede without a blush. 

To grant the ' civic guard ' is not to grant 
The civic spirit, living and awake. 

Those lappets on your ahoalders, citizens. 
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Your eyes strain after sideways till they ache, 
(While still, in admiretioDs and ameus, 

The crowd comee up on fasta-daya, to take 
The great sight in) — are not intelligence, 

Not courage even — alas, if not the sign 
Of something rery noble, they are nought ; 

For eTOiy day ye dress your sallow kine 
With fringes down their cheeks, though nnhesooght 

They loll their heavy heads and drag the wine. 
And bear the wooden yoke as they were taught 

The first day. What ye want is light — indeed 
Not Buul^ht — (ye may well look up surprised 

To those uniathomable heavens that feed 
Your purple hills !) — but Ood's light organised 

In some high soul, crowned capable to lead 
The conscious people, conscious and advised, — 

For if we lift a people like mere clay, 
It foils the same. We want thee, unfoudd 

And sovran- teacher ! — if thy beard be grey 
Or black, we bid thee rise up from the ground 

And speak the word God giveth thee to say, 
Inspiring into all this people round. 

Instead of passion, thought, which pioneers 
All generous passion, purifies from sin. 

And strikes the hour for. Rise up teacher 1 here's 
A ^rowd to moke a nation I — best begin 

By making each a man, till all be peers 
Of earth's true patriots and pure martyrs in 

Knowing and daring. Best unbar the doors 



ta,i,.=db, Cookie 



S66 CASi oniDi wiKDOws. 

Which Peter's heirs keep locked so overdose 

They only let the mice across the floors, 
While eTBry churchman dangles, as he goes. 

The great ke; at his girdle, and abhors 
In Christ's name, meekly. Open wide the house. 

Concede the entrance with Christ's liberal mind. 
And set the tables with His wine and bread. 

What l ' commune in both kinds ? ' In every kind- 
Wine, wafer, love, hope, truth, unlimited, 

Nothing kept back. For when a man is blind 
To starlight, will be see the rose is red ? 

A bondsman shivering at a Jesuit's foot— 
' Ve I mea culpa I ' is not like to stand 

A fireedman at a despot's, and dispute 
His titles by the balance in his band. 

Weighing them 'suojure.' Tend the root 
If careful of the branches, and expand 

The inner seals of men before yon strive 
For civic heroes. 

Bnt the teacher, where? 

From all these crowded faces, all alive, 
Eyes, of their own lids flashing themselves bare, 

And brows that with a mobile life contrive 
A deeper shadow, — may we in no vfise dare 

To put a flnger out, and touch a man, 
And ory ' this Is the leader ? ' What, all these ! — 

Broad beads, black eyes, — yet not a soul that ran 
From God down with a message ? all, to please 
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The donna waving measures with her &n. 
And not the judgment-angel on his knees, 

(The trumpet just an inch off from his lipa) 
Who when he hreathes next, will pnt out the saa? 

Ifet mankind's self were foundered in eclipse. 
If lacking doers, with great works to bo'done ; 

And lo, the startled earth already dips 
Back into light — a better day's hegun — 

And soon this leader, teacher, will stand plain, 
And build the golden pipes and synthesize 

This people-organ for a hoi; strain. 
We hold this hope, and still in all these eyes. 

Go sounding for the deep look which shall drain 
Suffused thought into channelled enterprise. 

Where is the teacher ? What now may he do. 
Who shall do greatly ? Doth he gird bis waist 

With a monk's rope, like Luther ? or pursue 
The goat, like Tell ? or dry his nets in ha8t«, 

Like Masaniello when the sky was blue ? 
Keep house, like other peasants, with inlaced, 

Bsre, brawny arms about a favourite child. 
And meditative looks beyond the door, 

(But not to mark the kidling's teeth have filed 
The green shoots of his vine which last year bore 

Full twenty bunches,) or, on triple-piled 
Tbrone-TeWeta sit at ease, to bless the poor, 

Like otlier pontiff. In the Foorest's name ? 
The old tiara keeps itself aslope 
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Upon his steady brows, which, all the saute, 
Bend mildly to permit the people's hope ? 

Whatever hand shall grasp this oiiflamme, 
Whatever man (last peasant or first pope 
' Seeking to free, his country !) shall appear. 
Teach, lead, etrike fire into the masses, fiU 

These empty bladders with fine air, inaphere 
These iriUs into a unity of nil). 

And make of Italy a nation — dear 
And blessed be that man I the Heavens shall kill 

No leaf the earth lets grow for him, and Death 
Shall cast him back upon the lap of Life 

To live more surely, in a clarion-breath 
Of hero-moBic. Brutus, with the knife, 

Rienzi, with the fasces, throb beneath , 
Rome's 8tones,-~--and more, — who threw away joy's 
fife 

Like Pallas, that the beauty of their souls 
Might ever shine untroubled and entire. 

But if it can be true that he who rolls 
The Church's thunders, will reserve her fire 

For only light, — from enchariatic bowls 
Will pour new life for oalions that expire, 

And rend the scarlet of his papal vest 
To fpird the vreak loins of his countryman — 

I hold that he surpasses all the rest 
Of Romans, heroes, pabiots, — and that when 

He sat down on the throne, he dispossessed 
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The first graves of some glory. See again. 

This country-saving is a glorious thing. 
And if B. common man achieved it ? well. 

Say, a rich man did ? excellent. A king ? 
That grows sublime. A priest ? improbable. 

A pope? Ah, there we stop, and canoot brii^ 
Our faith up to the leap, with history's bell 

So heavy round the neck, of it — albeit 
We fain would grant the possibility. 

For (Ay sake, Pio None I 

Stretch thy feet 
In that case — I will kiss them reverently 

As any pilgrim to the papal seat ! 
And, such proved possible, thy throne to me 

Shall aeem as holy a place as Pellico's 
Venetian dungeon, or as Spielberg's grate. 

At which the Lombard woman hung the rose 
Of ber sweet soul, by its own dewy weight. 

To feel the dungeon round her sunshine close. 
And pining so, died early, yet too late 

For what she suffered. Yea, I will not choose 
Betwixt thy throne. Pope Fins, and the spot 

Marked red for ever, spite of rains and dews. 
Where two fell riddled by the Austrian's shot. 

The brotbeia Bandiera, who accttse. 
With one same mother-voice and face (that what 

They speak may be invincible) the sins 
Of earth's tonnenton before God the just. 
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Until the unconsciouB thuDder-bolt bagios 
To loosen in His graep. 

And jat vb must 

Bemare, and muk the natural kiths and kins 
Of circumstance and office, and distrust 

The rich man reaeoning in a poor roan's but. 
The poet nho neglects pure truth to prove 

St&tistic foct, the child who leaves a mt 
For a sroootber road, the priest nho vows his glove 

Exhales no grace, the prince who walks a-foot. 
The woman who has sworn she will not love. 

And this Ninth Pius in Seventh Gregory's cbair, 
With Andrea Dona's forehead I 

Count what goes 

To making up a pope, before be wear 
That triple crown. We pass the world-wide throes 

Which went to make the popedom, — the despair 
Of free men, good men, wise men ; the dread shows 

Of women's faces, by the faggot's flash, 
Tossed out, to the minutest stir and tbrob 

O' the white lips, the least tremble of a lash. 
To glut tbe red stare of a licensed mob ; 

The short mad cries down oubliettes, and plash 
So horribly far off; priests, trained to rob, 

And kings tbat, like enoonn^ed nightmares, aate 
On nations' hearts most heavily distressed 

With monstrous sights and apophthegms of &tfl ! — 
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We pass these things, — because ' the times ' sre prest 

With necessary charges of the weight 
Of all this sin, and ' CaWin, for the rest, 

Made bold to burn Servetus — Ah, men err ! ' — 
And, so do ckurehet ! which is all we mean 

To bring to proof in any register 
Of theological fat kine and lean-— 

So drive them back into the pens \ refer 
Old sine (with pourpoint, ' quotha ' and ' I ween,') 

Entirely to tbe old times, tbe old times ; 
Nor ever ask why this preponderant, 

Infallible, pure Church could set her chimes 
Most loudly then, just then, — most jubilant. 

Precisely then — when mankind stood in crimes 
Full heart-deep, and Heaven's judgments were not scant. 

Inquire still less, what signifies a church 
Of perfect inspiration and pure laws. 

Who bums the first man with a brimstone-torch. 
And grinds the second, bone by bone, because 

The times, forsooth, are used to rack and scorch ! 
What is a holy Church, unless she awes 

The times down from their sins ? Did Christ select 
Such amiable times, to come and teach 

Love to, and mercy? Tbe whole world were wrecked. 
If every mere great roan, who lives to reach 

A little leaf of popular respect, 
Attained not simply by some special breach 

In the age's customs, by some precedence 
lu thought and act, which, having proved him higher 
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Than those he lived with, proved his competence 
In helping them to wonder and aspire. 

Mj words are guiltless of the bigot's sense. 
M; soul has fire to mingle with the fire 

Of all these souls, wiliiin or out of doors 
Of Home's church or another, I believe 

In one Priest, and one temple, with ite floors 
Of shining jasper gloom'd at mom and eve 

By conutlesB knees of earnest auditors. 
And crystal walls, too Incid to perceive, 

That none ma; take the measure of the place 
And say, ' So Ear the porphyry, then, the flint — 

To this mark, mercy goes, and there, ends grace,' 
Though still the permeable crystals hint 

At some white starry distance, bathed in apace. 
I feel how nature's ice-cmste keep the dint 

Of undersprings of silent Deity. 
I hold the articulated gospels, which 

Show Christ among us, crucified on tree. 
I love alt who love truth, if poor or rich 

In what they have won of tnith pcasessively. 
No altars and no hands defiled with pitch 

Shall scare me oS^ but I will pray and eat 
With all these — taking leave to choose my ewera 

And say at last, ' Your visible ohnrches cheat 
Their inward types, — and, if a church assures 

Of stsnding without failure and defeat. 
The same both fails and lies.' 
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To lettre which li; 

Of wider sabject through past years, — behold. 
We come back from the popedom to the pope. 

To ponder what he must be, ere we are bold 
For what he may be, with our heavy hope 

To trust upon his soul. So, fold by fold. 
Explore this mummy in the priestly cope. 

Transmitted through the darks of time, to catch 
The man within the wrappage, and discern 

How be, an honest man, upon the watch 
Full fifty years, for what a man may learn. 

Contrived to get just there ; with what a snatch 
Of old-world oboli he had to earn 

The passage through ; with what a drowsy sop. 
To drench the busy barkings of his brain ; 

What ghosts of pale tradition, wreathed with hop 
'Gainst wakeful thought, he had to entertain 

For heavenly visions ; and consent to slop 
The clock at noon, and let the hour remain 

(Without vain vrindings up) inviolate. 
Against all chimings from the belfry. Lo, 

From every given pope you must abate. 
Albeit you love him, some things — good, you know — 

Which every given heretic you hate. 
Assumes for his, as being plainly BO. 

A pope must bold by popes a little, — yea. 
By councils, — from Nictea up to Trent, — 

By hierocratic empire, more or less 
Irresponsible to men, — he most resent 
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Each maa'a particular coDscienco, and repress 
luquiiy, meditation, argument. 

As tyrants faction. Also, he must not 
Love truth too dangerously, bat prefer 

' The interests of the Church,' (beoanse a blot 
. Is better than a rent, in miniver) 

Submit to see the people swallow hot 
Husk-porridge, which his chartered churchmen stir 

Quoting the only true God's ep^raph, 
' Feed m; lambs, Peter ! ' — must consent to sit 

Attesting with bis pastoral ring and sta£E^ 
To such a picture of our Lady, hit 

Off well by artist angels, (though not half 
As fair as Giotto would have painted it) — 

To such a vial, where a dead roan's blood 
Runs yearly warm beneath a churchmaa's finger ; 

To such a holy house of stone and wood. 
Whereof a cloud of angels was the briugor 

From Bethlehem to Loreto. — Were it good 
For any pope on earth to bo a flioger 

Of stones against these high-niched counterfeits ? 
Apostates only are iconoclasts. 

He dares. not say, while this false thing abets 
That true thing, ' this is false.' He keeps his 
fasts 

And prayers, as prayer and fast were silver frets 
To change a note upon a string that lasts. 

And make a lie a virtue. Now, if he 
Did more than this, h^her hoped, and braver dared. 
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Z think ha were a pope in jeopardy, 
Or DO pope rather, for his truth had barred 

The TSulting of hie life, — and certainly, 
If he do only thia, mankind's regard 

Moves on from him at once, to seek some new 
Teacher and leader. He is good and great 

According to the deeds a. pope can do; 
Most liberal. Bare those bonds ; affectionate. 

As princes may be. and. as priests are, true ; 
But only the ninth Piua after eight. 

When all's praised most At beat and hopefullest, 
He's pope — we want a man ! Jiis heart beats warm. 

But, like the prince eocbanted to the waist. 
He sits in stone, and hardens by a charm 

Into the marble of his throne high-placed. 
Mild benediction, waves his saintly arm — 

So, good I but what we want's a perfect man, 
Complete and all alive : half travertine 

Half suits our need, and ill subserves our plan. 
Feet, knees, flerves, sinews, energies divine 

Were never yet too much for men who ran 
In such hard ways as muat be this of thine. 

Deliverer whom we seek, whoe'er thou art. 
Pope, prince, or peasant I If, indeed, the first, 

The noblest, therefore ! since the heroic heart 
Within thee must be great enough to burat 

Those trammels buckling to the baser part 
Thy saintly peers in Rome, who crossed and cursed 

With the same finger. 
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Gome, appear, be found. 
If pope or peasant, come ! we hear the cock, 

The courtier of the mountains when first crowned 
With golden dawa ; and orient glories flock 

To meet the snn upon the highest ground. 
Take voice and work I we wait to hear thee knock 

At some one of our Florentine nine gates. 
On each of which, was imaged a sublime 

Face of s Tuscan genius, which, for hate's 
And love's sake, both, our Florence in her prime 

Tnrued boldly on all comers to her states, 
As heroes turned their shields in antique time. 

Emblazoned with honourable acts. And thoi^h 
The gates are blank now of such images. 

And Petrarch looks no more from Xicolo 
Toward dear Arezzo, 'twirt the acacia trees, 

Nor Dante, from gate Gallo — still we know, 
Despite the razing of the blazonries, 

Bemains the consecration of the shield ! 
The dead heroic faces will start out 

On all these gates, if foes should take the field. 
And blend sublimelj, at the earliest shout, 

With living heroes who will scorn to yield 
A hair's-breadth even, when, gazing round about, 

They find in what a glorious company 
They fight the foes of Florence. Who will grudge 

Bis one poor life, when that great man we see 
Has given five hundred years, the world being judge. 

To help the gloi; of his Italy ? 
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Wbo, bom the fiur side of the Alps, will budge. 

When Dante Btays, when Ariosto eUys, 
When Petrarch stays for ever ? Ye brii^ swords, 

My Tuscans ? Ay, if wanted in this haze, 
Bring swords. But first brhig souls ! — bring thoughts 
and words, 

Unrusted bj a tear of yesterday's. 
Yet awful by its wroog, — and cut these "corda. 

And mow this green lush falseness to the roots. 
And shut the mouth of hell below the swathe ! 

And, if fe can bring songs too, let the lute's 
Recoverable music softly bathe 

Some poet's hand, that, through all bursts aod bruits 
Of popular passion, all unripe and rathe 

ConvicUona of the popular intellect. 
Ye may not lack a finger up the air, 

AnnuDciative, reproving, pure, erect. 
To show which way your first Ideal bare 

The whiteness of its wings, when (sorely pecked 
By falcons on your wrists) it unaware 

Arose up overhead, ajid out of sight. 

Meanwhile, let all the far ends of the world 

Breathe back the deep breath of their old delight. 

To swell the Italian banner just unfurled. 
Help, lands of Europe I for, if Austria fight, 

Tbe drums will bar your slumber. Had ye curled 
The laurel for your thousand artists' brows. 

If these Italian hands had planted none ? 
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Oan any sit down idle in the houae, 
Nor hear appeals from BuonaiToti'a atoUe 

And Raffael'B canvas, rousing and to rouse? 
Where's PouHsin's master ? Gallic Avignon 

Bred Laura, and Vauclnse's fount has stirred 
The heart of France too strongly, as it lets 

Its little stream out, (like a wizard's bird 
Which bounds upon ita emerald wing and weta 

The rocks on each side) that she should not gird 
Her loins with Cbarlemc^e's sword when foes beset 

The country of her Petrarch. Spain may well 
Be minded how from Italy she caught, 

To mingle with her tinkling Moorish bell, 
A fuller cadence and a subtler thought. 

And even the New World, the receptacle 
Of freemen, may send glad men, as it ought. 

To greet Vespucci Amerigo's door. 
While England claims, by trump of poetry, 

Verona, Venice, the EaTenna- shore. 
And dearer holds John Milton's Fiesole 

Than LBnglande's-Malveni with the stars in flower. 

And Vallombrosa, we two went to see 
Last June, beloved companion, — where sublime 

The mountains live in holy fiimilies. 

And the slow pinewooda ever climb and climb 

Half up their breasts, just stagger as they seize 
Some grey crag, drop back with it many a time. 

And stra^le blindly down the precipice! 

D,mi,.=db, Google 



CAS A. oriDi WINDOWS. 370 

The Vullombrosan brooks were strewn as thick 
That June-day, knee-deep, with dead beechen leaves. 

As Milton saw them, ere bis heart grew sick 
And bis eyee blind, I think the monks and beeves 

Are all the Bams too. Scarce they have changed the 

Od good St. Gualbert's altar, which receives 

* The convent's pilgrims, — and the pool in front 
(Wherein the hill-stream trout are cast, to wait 

The beatific vision and the grunt 
Used at refectoiy) keeps its weedy state. 

To baSe saintly abbots who would count 
The flah across their breviary nor 'bate 

The measore of their steps. waterfells 
t And forests ! sound and silence 1 mountains bare, 

That leap up peak by peak, and catch the palls 
Of purple and silver mist to rend and share 

With one another, at electric calls 
Of life IE the sunbeams, — till we cannot dare 

Fix your shapes, count your number 1 we must 

Your beauty and your glory helped to fill 

The cup of Milton's soul bo to the biyik. 
He never more was thirsty, when God's will 

Had shattered to his sense the last chain-link 
By which he had drawn from Nature's visible 

The fresh well-water. Satisfied by this, 
He sang of Adam's paradise and smiled, 

Bemembering Vallombrosa. Therefore is 
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The place divine to English man and child. 
And pilgrims leave their bouIb here in. a kiss. 

For Italy's the whole earth's treasury, piled 

With reveries of gentle ladies, flung 
Aside, like ravelled ailk, from life's worn stuff; 

With coins of scholars' fancy, which, being rung 
On work-day counter, slill Bound silve r- proof ; 

In short, with all the dreama of dreamers young. 
Before their heads have time for slipping off 

Hope's pillow to the ground. How oft, indeed. 
We've sent our aouls out from the rigid north, 

On bare white feet which would not print nor bleed. 
To climh the Alpine passes and look forth. 

Where booming low the Lombard rivers lead 
To gardens, vineyards, all a dream is worth, — 

Sights, thou and I, Love, have seen afterward 
From Tuscan BelloE^uardo, wide awake,* 

When, standing on the actual blessed sward 
Where Galileo stood at nights to take 

The vision of the stars, we have found it hard. 
Gazing upon the earth and heaven, to make 

A choice of bfauty. 

Therefore let us all 
Refreshed in England or in other land. 

By viaions, with their fountain-rise and foil. 
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Of thiB earth's darling, — we, nho understand 

A tittle hoff the Tuscan musical 
Vowels do round themselves as if they planned 

Eternities of separate sweetnesB, — we. 
Who loved Sorrento vines in picture-book. 

Or ere in wine-cup we pledged faith or glee,— 
Who loved Pome's wolf, with demi-gods at suck, 

Or ere we loved truth's own divinity, — 
Who loved, in brief, the classic hill and brook. 

And Ovid's dreaming tales, and Petrarch's song. 
Or ere we loved Love's self even ! — ^tet us give 

The blessing of our souls, (and wish them strong 
To bear it to the height where prayers arrive, 

When faithful spirits pray against a wrong,) 
To this great cause of southern men, who strive 

In God's name for man's rights, and shall not fail! 

Behold, they shall not fail. The shouts ascend 

Above the shrieks, in Naples, and prevail. 
Bows of shot corpses, waiting for the end 

Of burial, seem to smile up straight and pale 
Into the azure air and apprehend 

That final gun-flash from Palermo's coast 
Which lightens their apocalypse of death. 

So let them die 1 The world shone nothing lost ; 
Therefore, not blood. Above or underneath. 

What matter, brothers, if ye keep your post 
On duty's side ? As sword returns to sheath. 

So dust to grave, but souls find place in Heaven. 
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Heroic daring is the true Buccees, 

The eucharistic bread requires no leaven ; 

And though your ends were hopeless, we should hlesa 
Your cause as holy. Strive — and, having striven, 

Take, for God's recompense, that righteousness I 



I WBOTE a meditation and a dream, 

Hearing a little child sing in the street. 
I leant upon his music as a theme, 

Till it gave way beneath my heart's full beat. 
Which tried at an exultant prophecy 

But dropped before the measure was complete — • 
Alas, for songs and hearts ! Tuscany, 

O Dante's Florence, is the type too plain ? 
Bidat thou, too, qnly sing of liberty. 

As little children take up a high strdn 
With unintentioned voices, and break ofT 

To sleep upon their mothers' knees t^ain? 
Could'st thou not watch one hour? then, sleep enough— 

That sleep may hasten manhood, and sustain 
The faint pale spirit with some muscular stuff. 

But we, who cannot slumber as thou dost. 
We thinkers, who have thought for thee and failed. 
We hopers, who have hoped for thee and lost, 
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We poets, wandered round by dreama,* who hailed 

From this Atrides' roof (with lintel-poat 
Which still drips blood, — the worse part hath prevailed) 

The fire-Toice of the beacons, to declare 
Troy taken, sorrow ended.^-cozeoed through 

A crimson sunset in a misty air, — 
What now remains for such as we, to do ? 

God's judgments, peradventure, will He bare 
To the roots of thunder, if we kneel and sue ? 

From Casa Guidi windows I looked forth. 
And saw ten thousand eyes of Florentines 

Flash back the triumph of the Lombard north, — 
Saw fifty banners, freighted with the signs 

And exultations of the awakened earth, 
Float on above the multitude in lines, 

Straight to the Pitti. So, the vision went. 
And so, between those populous rough hands 

Raised in the sun, Duke Leopold outleant, 
And took the patriot's oath, which henceforth stands 

Among the oaths of peijurers, eminent 
To catch the lightnings ripened for these lands. 

Why swear at all, thou false Duke Leopold ? 
What need to swear ? What need to boast thy blood 

Unspoilt of Austria, and thy heart unsold 
Away from Florence ? It was understood 

God made thee not too vigorous or too bold ; 
* Bm &a opening pusage of ibe Agamemnon of .Sac1i;Iiu. 
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And men bad patience with thj quiet mood, 

And women, pitj, as they aaw thee pace 
Their feetira streetH with premature grey hairs. 

We turned the mild dejection of thy face 
To princely meanings, took thy wrinkling cares 

For ruffling hopes, and called thee weak, not base. 
Nay, better light the torches for more prayers 

And smoke the pale Madonnas at the shrine, 
Being still ' our poor Grand-duke, our good Grand-duke, 

* Who cannot help the Austrian in bis line,' — 
Than write an oath upon a nation's book 

For men to spit at with scorn's blurring brine ! 
Who dares forgive what none can overlook ? 

For me, I do repent me in this dust 
Of towns and temples, which makes Italy, — 

I sigh amid the sighs which breathe a gost 
Of dying century to century 

Around us on the uneven crater-crust 
Of these old worlds, — I bow my soul and knee ! 

Absolve me, patriots, of my woman's fault 
That ever I believed the man was true ! — 

These sceptred strangera shun the common salt. 
And, therefore, when the general board's in view. 

And they stand ap to carve for blind and halt. 
The wise suspect the viands which ensue. 

I much repent that, in tiiis time and place. 
Where many corpse-tights of experience bum 

From Ctesar's and Lorenzo's festering race, 
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To enlighten groping reaaonere, I could leam 

No better counsel for a simple case, 
Than to put fwth in princes, in my turn. 

Had all the death-piles of the ancient years 
Flared up in vain before me ? knew I not 

What stench arises from some purple gears ? 
And how the sceptres witness whence they got 

Their briar-wood, crackling thcot^h the atmosphere's 
Foul smoke, by princely peijuries, kept hot? 

Foi^ve me, ghosla of patriots, — Bratus, thoa. 
Who trailest downhill into life again 

Thy blood-weighed cloak, to indict me with thy slow 
Beproachfut eyes ! — for being tai^ht in vain 

That, while the ille^timate Csesars show 
Of meaner statute than the first full strain, 

(Confessed incompetent to conquer Qaul) 
' They swoon as feebly and cross Rubicons 

As rashly as any Julius of them all I 
Forgife, that I forgot the mind which runa 

Through absolute races, too unsceptical ! 
I saw the man among bis little sons, 

His lips were warm with kisses while he swore,— 
And I, because I am a woman, I, 

Who felt my own child's coming life before 
The prescience of my soul, and held faith bigh,^ 

I could not bear to think, whoever bore. 
That lips, BO warmed, could shape so cold a lie. 

From Gasa Gnidi windows I looked out, 
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Again looked, and beheld a different sight. 

The Duke had fled before the people's shout 
' Long live the Duke I ' A people, to speak right. 

Must speak as soft as courtiers, lest a doubt 
Should curdle brows of gracious sovereigns, white. 

Moreover that same dangerous shouting meant 
Some gratitude for future favours, which 

Were only promised, the Constituent 
Implied, the whole being subject to the hitch 

In ' motu proprioa,' very incident 
To all these Czars, from Paul to Paulovitch, 

Whereat the people rose up in the dost 
Qf the ruler's flying feet, and shouted still 

And loudly, only, this time, as was just, 
Not ' Live the Dnke,' who had fled, for good or ill. 

But 'Live the People,' who remained and must. 
The unrenounced and unrenouaceable. 

Long live the people I How they lived 1 and boiled 
And bubbled iri the cauldron of the street. 

How the young blustered, nor tbe old recoiled, — 
And what a thunderons stir of tongues and feet 

Trod flat the palpitating bells, and foiled 
The joy-guns of their echo, shattering it ! 

How down they pulled the Duke's arms everywhere ! 
How up they set new cafe-signa, to show 

Where patriots might sip ices in pure tur^ 
(The fresh paint smelling somewhat). To and fro 

How marched the civic guard, and stopped to stare 
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How rebel songs were sung to loyal tunes. 
And bishops cursed in ecclesiastic metres. 

How all the Circoli grew large as moons. 
And all the speakers, moonstruck, — tbankfiil greeters 

Of prospects which struck poor the ducal boooa, . . 
A mere free press, and chambers I— frank repeaters 

Of great Guerazzi's praieqe. . . . ' There's a man, 
The father of the hind ! — who, truly great, 

Takes off that national disgrace and ban, 
The farthing tax upon our Florence-gate, 

And saves Italia as he only can.' 
How all the nobles fled, and would not wait, 

Because they were moat noble, — which being so. 
How liberals vowed to bum their palaces, 

Because free Tuscans were not free to go. 
How grown men raged at Austria's wickedness. 

And smoked, — while fifty striplings in a row 
Marched straight to Piedmont for the wrong's redress ! 

You say we failed in duty, we who wore 
Black velvet like Italian democrats, 

Who slashed our sleeves like patriots, nor forswore 
The true republic in the form of hats ? 

We chased the archbishop from the Duomo door — 
We chalked the walls with bloody caveata 

Against all tyruita. If we did not fight 
Exactly, we fired muskets op the air, 

To show that victory was ours of r^ht. 
We met, had free discussion everywhere 
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(Except perhaps i' the Cbambors) day and night. 
We proved the poor should be employed, . . , that's fidr,— 

And yet the rich not worked for anywise, — 
Fay certified, yet payers abrogated, — 

Fall work secured, yet liabilities 
To over- work excluded, — not one bated 

Of all our holidays, that still, at twice 
Or thrice a-week, are moderately rated. 

We proved that Austria was dislodged, or would 
Or should be, and that Tuscany in anna 

Should, would, dislodge her, ending the old feud ; 
And yet, to leave our piazzas, shops, and farms. 

For the simple sake of fighting, was not good — 
We proved that also. ' Did we carry charms 

Against being killed ourselves, that we should msli 
On killing others ? what ! desert herewith 

Our wives and mothers ? — was that duty ? tush ! ' 
At which we shook the sword within the sheath. 

Like heroes— only louder ; and the flush 
Ban up the cheek to meet the future wreath. 

Nay, what we proved, we shouted — how we shouted, 
(Especially the boys did) boldly planting 

That tree of liberty, whose fruit is doubted. 
Because the roots are not of nature's granting. 

A tree of good and evil ! — none, without it. 
Grow gods I— alas, and, with it, men are wanting ! 

holy knowledge, holy liberty, 
holy rights of nations ! If I speak 
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These bitter things against the jugglery 
Of days that ia your names proved blind and weak. 

It is that tears are bitter. When we aee 
The brown skulls gria at death in churchyards bleak, 

We do not cry, ' This Yorick ia too light,' 
For death grows deathlier with that mouth he makes. 

So with my mocking. Bitter things I write, 
Becaose my soul is bitter for your sakes, 

freedom! my Florence! 

Men who might 
Do greatly in a universe that breaks 

And bums, must ever know before they do, 
Courage and patience are but sacrifice ; 

And aacriflce is offered for and to 
Something conceived of. Each man pays a price 

For what himself counts precious, whether true 
Or false the appreciation it implies. 

But here, — no knowledge, no conception, naught ! 
Desire was absent, that provides great deeds 

From out the greatness of prevenient thought 
And action, action, like a flame that needs 

A steady breath and fuel, being caught 
Up, tike a burning reed from other reeds. 

Flashed in the empty and uncertain lur. 
Then wavered, then went out. Behold, who blames 

A crooked course, when not a goal ia there. 
To round the fervid striving of the games ? 

An ignorance of means may minister 
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To greatoesa, but an ignorance of aims 

Makes it impossible to be great at all. 
So, with our Tuscans ! Let none dare to say, 

' Here virtue never can be national. 
Here fortitude can never cut a way 

Between the Austrian muskets, out of thrall.' 
I tell you rather, that, whoever may 

Discern true ends here, shall grow pure enough 
To love them, brave enough to strive for them, 

And BtTong to reach them, though the roads be rough ! 
That having learnt — by no mere apophthegm — 

Not just the draping of a graceful stuff 
About a statue, broidered at the hem, — 

Not just the trilling on an opera stage. 
Of liberttk'.to braves — (a fair vrord. 

Yet too allied to inarticulate rage 
And hreathless sobs, for singing, though, the chord 

Were deeper than tbey struck it I) but the gauga 
Of civil wants anatained, and wronga abhorred, — 

The serious, sacred meaning and full use 
Of freedom for a nation, — then, indeed, 

Oar Tuscans, underneath the bloody dews 
Of some new morning, rising up agreed 

And bold, will want no Saxon soula or thews. 
To sweep their piazzas clear of Austria's breed. 

Alas, alas 1 it was not so this time. 
Conviction was not, courage failed, and truth 
Was something to be doubted of. The mime 
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ChaDged masks, because a mime. The tide aa smooth 

In runniiig ia as out, no sense of crime 
Because no sense of virtue, sudden ruth 

Seized on the people. — They would have again 
Their good Grand-duke, and leave Guerazzi, though 

He took that tax from Florence. ' Much in vaia 
' He takes it &om the niarket-carts, we trow. 

While urgent that no market^men remain. 
But all march off and leave tlie spade and plough. 

To die among the Lombards. Was it thus 
The dear paternal Dnke did ? Live the Duke ! ' 

At which the joj-hella multitudinous. 
Swept by an opposite wind, as loudly shook. 

Call back the mild ardibiehop to his house, 
To bless the people with his frightened look, — 

He shall not yet be hanged, you comprehend. 
Seize on Querazzi ; guard him in full view. 

Or else we stab him in the back, to end. 
Hub oat those chalked devices ! set up new ! 

The Duke's arms ! doff yonr Phrygian caps ; and 
mend 
The pavement of the piazzas broke into 

By barren poles of freedom ! smooth the way 
For the dncal carriage, lest his highness sigh 

' Here trees of liberty grew yesterday.' 
' Long Lve the Duke ! ' — How roared the cannonry, 

How rocked the bell-towers, and through thickening 
spray 
Of nosegaya, wreaths, and kerchiefs tossed on bjgb, 
u2 
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How msrcbed the civic guard, the people Btill 
BfliDg good at shoats, — especiallj the boTS. 

Alas, poor people, of aa unflei^ed will 
Most fitly expressed b; aucb a callow voice ! 

Alas, still poorer Duke, incapable 
Of being worthy even of so much noise ! 

Yoa think he came back instantly, with thanks 
And tears in bis faint eyes, and bands extended 

To stretch the francbiae through their utmost ranks ? 
That having, like a &ther, apprehended. 

He cams to pardon fatherly those pranks 
Flayed out, and now in filial servioe ended ? — 

That some love-token, like a prince, he threw, 
To meet the people's love-call, in return ? 

Well, how he came I will relate to you ; 
Aqd if your hearts should bum, why, hearts tntut bum. 

To make the ashes which things old and new 
Shall be washed clean in — as this Duke will learn. 

From Gaea Guidi windows, gazing, then, 
I saw and witness bow the Duke came back. 

The regular tramp of horse and tread of men 
Did smite the silence like an anvil black 

And sparkleas. With her wide ejee at full strain. 
Our Tuscan nurse exclaimed, ' Alack, alack, 

Signora 1 these shall be the Austrians.' > Nay, 
Be still,' I answered, ' do not wake the child I ' 

— For so, my two-months' baby sleeping lay 
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In miU^ dreams upon the bed and smiled. 

And I thought, ' he shall sleep on, while hs may. 
Through the world's baseness. Not being yet defiled, 

Why should he be disturbed by what is done ? ' 
Then, gazing, I beheld the long-drawn street 

Live oat, from end to end, full in the sun. 
With Austria's thousands. Sword and bayonet. 

Horse, foot, artillery, — oannons rolling on. 
Like blind slow storm-clouds gestant with the heat 

Of undeveloped lightnings, each bestrode 
By a single man, dust-white from head to heel. 

Indifferent as the dreadful thing he rode. 
Like a sculptured Fate serene and terrible. 

As Bome smooth river which has overflowed. 
Will slow and silent down its cuirent wheel 

A loosened forest, all the pines erect, — 
So, swept, in mute significance of storm. 

The marshalled thousands, — not an eye deflect 
To left or right, to catch a novel form 

Of Florence city adorned by architect 
And carver, or of Beauties live and warm 

Scared at the casements ! — all, straightforward eyes 
And faces, held as stod&st as their swords, 

And cognisant of acts, not Imageries. 
The key, O Tuscans, too well fits the wards I 

Ye asked for mimes, — these bring yon tragedies. 
For purple, — these shall wear it as your lords. 
Ye played like children, — die like innocents. 
Ye mimicked lightnings with a torch, — the crack 
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Of tbe actual bolt, jonr pastime, circumvents. 
Te caUed np gboete, belioTing tba; were slack 

To follow any Toice from Qilboa's tents, . . 
Hera's Samuel I — and, so, Orand-dukes come back I 

And ;et, they are no prophets tboagb thej come. 
That awful mantle, tbey are drawing close. 

Shall bo searched, one day, by tbe sbafta of Doom 
Through double folds now hoodwinking tbe brows. 

Beanscitaled monarcha disentomb 
Grave-reptiles with them, in tbeir new life-throes. 

Let such beware. Behold, the people waits. 
Like Qod. As He, in hia serene of might. 

So they, in their endurance of long straits. 
Ye stamp no nation out, though day and night 

Te tread tbem with that absolute heel which grates 
And grinds them flat from all attempted height. 

You kill worms sooner with a garden-spade 
Than you kill peoples : peoples will not die ; 

The tail curls stronger when you lop the head ; 
They writhe at every wound and moltiply, 

And shudder into a heap of life that's made 
Thus vital from Ood's own vitality. 

Tis bard to shrivel back a day of God's 
Once fixed for judgment : 'tis as hard to changs 

The people's, when they rise beneath their loads 
And heave tbem from their backs with violent virench. 

To crush tbe oppressor! — for that judgment-rod's 
The measure of this popnlar revenge. 
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Meantime, from Casa Guidi windows, we 
Beheld the armament of Austria flow 

Into the drowning heart of Tuscany. 
And jet none wept, none coraed, or, if 'twos bo. 

They wept and cursed in silence. Silently 
Our noisy Tuscans watched the iovading foe ; 

Tbey had learnt silence. Pressed against the wall. 
And grouped upon the chuich-steps opposite, 

A few pale men and women stared at all ! 
God knows what they were feeling, with their white 

Gonatnin^d &ceB, they, so prodigal 
Of C17 and gesture when the world goes right. 

Or wrong indeed. But here, was depth of wrong. 
And here, still water ; they were silent here ; 

And throi^h that sentient silence, struck along 
That measured tramp from which it stood out clear, 

Distinct the sound and silence, like a gong 
At midn^ht, each by the other awfuller, — 

While every soldier in his cap displayed 
A leaf of olive. Dusty, bitter thing ! 

Was such plucked at Novara, is it said? 

A cry is np in England, which doth ring 
The hollow world through, that for ends of trade 

And virtue, and God's better worshipping. 
We henceforth should exalt the name of Peace, 

And leave those rusty wars that eat tiie soul, — 
Besides their clippings at our golden fleece. 

I, too, have loved peace, and from bole to bole 
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Of immemorial, uDdeciduoua treee, 
Would write, as lovers uee, upon a Boroll, 

The holy name of Pence, and set it high 
"Where none could pluck it down. On trees, 1 say, — 

Kot upon gibbets t— With the greenery 
Of dewy branches and the flowery May, 

Sweet mediation betwixt earth and sky 
ProWding, for the shepherd's holiday. 

Not upon gibbets ! — though the vulture leaves 
The bones to quiet, which he first picked haie. 

Not upon dungeons 1 though the wretch who grieves 
And groans within, less stirs the outer tur 

Than any little field-mouse stirs the sheaves. 
Not upon chain-bolts ! though the slave's desptur 

Has dulled his helpless, miserable brain. 
And left him blank beneath the freeman's whip. 

To sing and lai^h out idiocies of pain. 
Nor yet on starving homes 1 where many a lip 

Has sobbed itself asleep through curses vain. 
I love no peace which is not fellowship. 

And which includes not mercy. I would have 
Rather, the raking of the guns across 

The world, and shrieks agsinat Heaven's architrave ; 
Bather, the struggle in the slippery fosse 

Of dying men and horses, and the wave 
Blood-bubbling. . , . Enough said! — by Christ's own 
cross. 

And by this faint heart of my womanhood. 
Such things are better than a Peace that sits 
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Beside a hearth in self-commended mood, 
And takes no thot^ht how nind and rain by fits 

Are howling out of doors against the good 
Of the poor wanderer. What ! jour peace admits 

Of outside anguish while it keepe at home ? 
I loathe to take its name upon my tongue. 

Tls nowise peace. Tis treason, stiff with doom, — 
"^is ga^ed despair, and inarticulate wrong. 

Annihilated Poland, stifled Borne, 
Dazed Naples, Hungary fainting 'noath the thong. 

And Austria wearing a smooth olive-leaf 
On her brute forehead, while her hoofs outpress 

The life from these Italian souls, in brief. 
Lord of Peace, who art Lord of Bighteousness, 

Constrain the anguished worlds from sin and grief. 
Pierce them with conscience, purge them with redress, 

And give us peace which is no counterfeit ! 

But wherefore should we look out any more 

From Cftsa Guidi windows ? Shut them straight. 
And let us ait down by the folded door, 

And veil our saddened faces, and, so, wait 
What next the judgmen^heavenB make ready for. 

I have grown too weary of these windows. Sights 
Come thick enough and clear enough in thought, 

.Without the sunshine; souls have inner lights. 
And since the Grand-duke has come back and brought 

This army of the North which.thua requites 
His filial South, we leave him to be tai^ht. 
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Hia South, too, baa leamt something certainly. 
Whereof the practice will bring profit soon ; 

And peradrenture other eyes ma; see. 
From Casa Guidi windows, what is done 

Or nndona. WhotsoeTer deeds they he. 
Pope Pius will be glorified in none. 

Beoord that gtun, Mazztni! — it shall top 
Some heights of sorrow. Peter's rock, so named. 

Shall lore no vessel an; more to drop 
Among the breakers. Peter's chair is shamed 

Like any vulgar throne, the nations lop 
To pieces for their firewood nnreolaimed, — 

And, when it hums too, we shall see as noU 
In Italy as elsewhere. Let it bum. 

The cross, accounted still adorable. 
Is Christ's cross only ! — if the thief's would earn 

Some stealthy genuflexions, we rebel ; 
And here the impenitent thief's has had its torn. 

As Qod knows ; and the people on their knees 
Scoff and toss back the oroziers, stretched like yokes 

To press their beads down lower by degrees. 
So Italy, by means of these last strokes. 

Escapes the danger which preceded these. 
Of leaving captured hands in cloven oaks, — 

Of leaving very souls within the buckle 
Whence bodies struggled outward, — of supposing 

That freemen may, like bondsmen, kneel and 
truckle, 
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And then stand up as nsual, without losing 

An inch of staturo. 

Those whom she-wolves suckle 
WU1 bite as Wolres do in the grapple-closing 

Of adverse interests. This, at last, is known, 
(Thank Pius for tbe lesson) that albeit 

Among the popedom 's hundred heads of stone 
Which blink down on jou from the roof's retreat 

In Siena's tiger-striped cathedral, Joan 
And Borgia 'mid their fellows you m&y greet, 

A hailot and a devil, — you will see 
Not a men, still less angel, gnmdl; set 

With open soul to render man more free. 
Tbe fishen are still thinking of the net, 

And, if not thinking of the book too, we 
Are counted somewhat deeply in their debt ; 

But that 's a rare case — so, by book and crook 
The; take the advantage, agonizing Christ 

By rustier nails than those of Cedron's brook, 
I' tbe people's body very cheaply priced, — 

And quote high priesthood out of Holy book. 
While buying death-fields with the sacrificed. 

Priests, priests,— there 'e no such name I — God's own, 
except 
Ye take most vainly. Through heaven's lifted gate 

The priestly epbod in sole gloi^ swept. 
When Christ ascended, entered in, and sate' 

(With victor face sublimely overwept) 
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At Deity's right hand, to mediate 

He aione, He for ever. On hia breast 
The Urim and the Thammim, fed with fire 

From the full Godhead, flicker with the unrest 
Of human, pitiful heartbeats. Come np higher. 

All Chrietians 1 Levi's tribe ia dispossest 
That solitary alb ye shall admire, 

Bat not cast lots for. The last chrism, poured right. 
Was on that Head, and poured for burial. 

And not for domination in men's sight. 
What are these churches? The old temple wall 

Doth overlook them juggling with the sleight 
Of surplice, candlestick, and altar-pall ; 

East church and nest church, aj, north church and 

Rome's churoh and England's, — let them all repent, 

And make concordats \mxt their soul and month. 
Succeed St. Paul by working at the tent. 

Become infallible guides by speaking truth, 
And excommunicate their pride that bent 

And cramped the souls of men. 

Why, even here. 
Priestcraft bums out, the twiuM Iben blazes ; 

Not, Uke asbestos, to grow white and clear. 
But all to perish 1 — while the fiie-smell mises 

To life some swooning spirits, who, last year, 
Lost breath and heart in these church-stified places. 

Why, almost, through this Pius, we believed 
The priesthood could be an honest thing, he smiled 
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So Bcuutly iriiile our com was being Bheaved 
For bis own gnmaries. Showing now defiled 

His hireling hands, & better help 's achieved 
Than if they bleseed us shepberd-like and mild. 

False doctrine, strangled hj its own amen, 
Dies in the throat of all this nation. Who 

Will speak a pope's name, as they rise agtun ? 
What woman or what child will count him true ? 

What dreamer, praise him with the voice or pen ? 
What man, fight for bim? — Pins takes his due. 

Becord that gain, Mazzini I — ^Yes, but first 
Set down thy people's faults ; — set down the want 

Of soul-conviction ; set down aims dispersed. 
And incoherent means, and valour scant 

Because of scanty faith, and schisms accursed. 
That wrench these brother-hearts from covenant 

With freedom and each other. Set down this. 
And this, and see to overcome it when 

The seasons bring the fruits thou wilt not miss 
If wftiy. Let no cry of patriot men 

Distract thee from the stem analysis 
Of masses who cry only ! keep tby ken 

Clear as thy soul is virtuous. Heroes' blood 
Splashed up against thy noble brow in Rome. — 

Let such not blind thee to an interlude 
Which was not also holy, yet did come 

Twist sacramental actions, — brotherhood. 
Despised even there, and sometluDg of the doom 
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Of Remus, in the treochee. Listen now — 
Rossi died silent near where Cesar died. 

Hs did not say, ' My BmtUB, is it thou ? ' 
But Italy unquestioned testified, 

' / killed him ! — I am Brutus. — I avow.' 
At which the whole world's laugh of scorn replied, 

' A poor maimed copy of Brutus ! ' 

Too much like 
Indeed, to be so nnlike ! too unskilled 

At PhOippi and the honest battle-pike, 
To be BO skilful where a man is killed 

Near Pompey's statae, and the daggers strike 
At unawares i' the throat. Whs thus fulfiUed 

An omen once of Michel Augelo ? — 
When Marcus Brutus be conceived complete. 

And strove to hurl him out by blow on blow 
Upon the marble, at Art's thunderheat. 

Till haply (same pre-shadow rising slow. 
Of what his Italy would fancy meet 

To be called BsuTcs) straight his plastic hand 
Fell back before his prophet-soul, and left 

A fragment, a maimed Brutus, — ^but more grand 
Than this, so named at Rome, was ! 

Let thy weft 

Present one woof and warp, Mazzini ! — stand 
With no man hankering for a dagger's heft, — 

No, not for Italy ! — nor stand apart. 
No, not for the republic! — from those pure 

Brave men who bold the level of thy heart 
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Id patriot truth, as lover and as doer, 
Albeit they will not follow where thou art 

As extreme theorist. Tmst and distrust fewer; 
And BO bind strong and keep unstained the cause 

Which (God's sign granted), war-trumps nenly blown 
Shall jet annuQtiate to the world's applause. 

But now, tlie world is busy ; it has grown 

A Ftdrgoing world. Imperial England draws 
The flowing enda of the eartli, from Fez, Canton, 

Delhi and Stockholm, Athens and Madrid, 
The Russias and the vast Americas, 

As if a queen drew in her robes amid 
Her golden cincture, — isles, peninsulas, 

Capes, continents, far inland "countries hid 
By jaspar-sands and hills of chrysopras. 

All trailing in their splendours through the door 
Of the gorgeous Ciystal Palace. Every nation. 

To every other nation strange of yore, 
Gives &ce to face the civic salutation. 

And holds up in a proud right hand before 
That congress, the best work which she can fashion 

By her best means. * These corals, will you please 
To match against your oaks ? They grow as fast 

Within my wilderness of purple seas.' — 
' This diamond stared upon me as I passed 

(As a live god's eye from a marble frieze) 
Along a dark of diamonds. Is it classed ? ' — 
- ' I wove these stufb so subtly that the gold 
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Swims to the surfitce of the silk like cream, 

And curdles to fair patterns. Ye behold ! ' — 
' These delicatest muslins rather seem 

Than be, you think ? Naj, touch them and be bold. 
Though such veiled Chakhi's face in Hafiz' dream.' — 

' These carpets — yon walk slow on them like kings. 
Inaudible like spirits, while your foot 

Dips deep in TeWet rosra and such things.' — 
' Even ApoUonius might commend this flute.* 

The music, winding through the stops, upsprings 
To make the player very rich I compute.' — 

' Here 's goblet-glass, to take in with your wine 
The very sun its grapes were ripened under ! 

Drink light and juice together, and each fine.' — 
' This model of a steam-ship moves your wander ? 

You should behold it crushing down the brine. 
Like a blind Jove, who feels his way with thunder.' — 

' Here's sculpture 1 Ah, les live too ! why not throw 
Our life into our marbles ? Art has place 

For other artists after Angelo.' — 
' I tried to paint out here a natural &ce; 

For nature includes Raffael, as we know. 
Not Raifael nature. WJII it help my case ? ' — 

' Methinks you will not match this steel of ours ! ' — 
' Kor yon this porcelain I One might dream the clay 

* FMIiwtniliui Tel>t«i of Apallaniiig how ha objeded to the 
mnncal iDBtnunent of Linaa Ute Bhodiui, tbat il ooold not enrtclt 
OT beaatify. The histoiy of mnmo in our day, woald satisfj the 
philoaopher on one point at least. 
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Betained in it the laFrn of the fioners, 
They bud bo, round the cup, the old Bpriog way.' — 

' Nor pu tboBe carven noods, where birds in hovers 
With twisting snakes and chmbii^ cupids, play.' 

Magi of the east and of the west. 
Tour incense, gold, and myrrh are excellent ! — 

What gifts for Christ, then, bring ye with the rest? 
Tour hands have worked well. Is your courage spent 

In handwork only ? Hare you nothing beat, 
Which generous souls may perfect and present. 

And He shall thank the givers for ? no light 
Of teaching, liberal nations, for the poor, 

Who sit in darkness when it ia not night? 
Ko cure for wicked children ? Christ, — no cure I 

Ko help for women, sobbing out of sight 
Because men made the laws ? no brothel-lure 

Burnt out by popular lightnings? — Hast thou found 
No remedy, my England, for such woes ? 

No outlet, Austria, for the scourged and bound, 
No entrance for the exiled ? no repose, 

Bussia, for knouted Poles worked underground, 
And gentle ladies bleached among the snows ? — 

No mercy for the slave, America ? — 
No hope for Kome, free France, chivalric France ? — 

Alas, great nations have great shames, I say. 
No pity, world, no tender nlterance 

Of benediction, and prayers stretched tliis way 
For poor Italia, baffled by mischance ? — 

Toi. m. X 
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gracious nations, give some ear to me ! 
Yon all go to your Fair, and I am one 

Who at the roadside of humanity 
Beseech your alms, — God's justice to be done. 

80, prosper ! 

Iq the name of Italy, 
Meantime, her patriot dead have benison. 

They only have done well, — and, what they did 
Being perfect, it shall triumph. Let them slnmber. 

No king of Egypt in a pyramid 
Is safer from oblivion, though he number 

Fnll seventy cerements for a coverlid. 
These Dead be seeds of life, and shall encumber 

The sad heart of the land, untJI it loose 
The clammy clods and let out the spring-growth 

In beatific green through every bruise. 
The tyrant should take heed to what he doth. 

Since every victim-carrion turns to use, 
And drives a chariot, like a god made wroth. 

Against each piled injustice. Ay, the least, 
Dead for Italia, not in vain has died, 

Though many vainly, ere life's struggle ceased. 
To mad dissimilar ends have swerved aside ; 

Each grave her nationality has pieced 
By its own mi^estic breadth, and fortified 

And pinned it deeper to the b<m1. Forlorn 
Of thanks, be, therefore, no one of these graves f 

Not HeiB, — who, at her husband's side, in scorn. 
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Out&oed the whistling shot and hiasiag w&ves, 

Until Bhe felt her little bal>e unborn 
Becoil, within her, from the violent staves 

And bloodhonnds Df the world, — at which, her life 
Dropt inwards from her ejes and followed it 

Bepnd the hunters. - Garibaldi's wife 
And child died so. And now, the sea-weeds fit 

Her hod^, like a proper shroud and coif. 
And murmuTonsl; the ebbing waters grit 

The little pebbles while she lies interred 
In the eea-sand. Perhaps, ere dying thus, 

She looked up in his face (which never stirred 
From its clenched anguish) as to make excuse 

For leaving him for his, if so she erred. 
He well remembeTB that she could not choose. 

A memorable grave I Another is 
At Genoa. There, a king may fitly lie. 

Who, bureting that heroic heart of his 
At lost Novara, tliat he could not die, 

(Though thrice into the cannon's eyes for this 
He plunged his shuddering steed, and felt the sky 

Reel back between the fire-shocka) stripped aipiy 
The ancestral ermine ere the smoke had cleared. 

And, naked to the soul, that none might say 
Hie kingship covered what was base and bleared 

With treason, went out straight an exile, yea, . 
An exiled patriot. Let him be revered. 

Yea, verily, Charles Albert has died well ; 

D,mi,.=db, Google 



908 CASA ODIIII WINDOWS. 

And if be hni not all so, as one spoko, 

The sin pass sofUy with the passing bell. 
For be was sbdvea, I think, in cannon-smoke, 

And, taking off his crown, made Tislble 
A hero's forehead. Shaking Auatiia's yoke 

He shattered his own hand and heart. ' So best,' 
His last words were upon his lonely bed, 

' I do not end like popes and dukes at leasts— 
' Thank God for it.' And now that be is dead, 

Admitting it is proved and manifest 
That he was worthy, with a discrowned head. 

To measure heights with patriots, let them stand 
Beside the man in bis Oporto shroud, 

And each Touohsafe to take him by the hand. 
And kiss him on the cheek, and say aloud, — 

' Thou, too, hast sufTered for our native land I 
' My brother, thou art one of us I be proud.' 

Still, graves, when Italy is talked upon. 
Still, still, the patriot's tomb, the stranger's hate. 

Still Niobe 1 still iainting in the sun. 
By whose most dazzling arrows violate 

Her heauteouB ofispring perished I has she won 
Kothing but garlands for the graves, from Fate? 

Nothing but death-songs ? — Yes, be it understood 
Life throbs in noble Piedmont ! while the feet 

Of Rome's clay image, dabbled soft in blood. 
Grow flat with dissolution, and, as meet, 

Will soon be shovelled off like other mud, 
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To leave the passage free in church and street. 

And I, who first took hope up in this aoDg, 
Becttnse a child was singing one . . . behold, 

The hope and omen were not, haply, wrong ! 
Poets are soothsayers stiU. like those of old 

Who studied flights of doves, — and creatures young 
And tender, mighty meanings, may unfold. 

The sun strikes, through the windows, up the floor; 
Stand out in it, my own young Florentine, 

Hot two years old, and let me see thee more ! 
It grows along thy amber curls, to shine 

Brighter than elsewhere. Now, look straight before. 
And fix thy brave blue English eyes on mine. 

And firom my soul, which fronts the future bo. 
With unabashed and unabated gaze, 

Teach me to hope for, what the angels know 
When they smile clear as thou dost. Sown God's ways 

With just alighted feet, between the snow 
And snowdrops, where a little lamb may graze. 

Thou hast no fear, my lamb, about the road. 
Albeit in our vainglory we assume 

That, less than we have, thou hast learnt of God. 
Stand out, my blue-eyed prophet ! — thou, to whom 

The earliest world-day light that ever flowed. 
Through Casa Guidi windoira, chanced to come ! 

Now shake the glittering nimbus of thy hair. 
And be God's witness that the elemental 

New springs of life are gushing everywhere 
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To cleanee the water-oouraes, and prevent all 
Concrete obatnictioiiH which infeat the dir ! 

That earth's alive, and gentle or ungentle 
Motions within her, signiff but growth ! — 

The ground swells greenest o'er the labouring molee. 

Howe'er the uneasy world is vexed and wroth, 
Young children, lifted high on parent souls. 

Look round them with a smile upon the mouth. 
And take for music every bell that tolls ; 

(Who said we should be better if like these 7) 
But we sit murmuring for the future though 

Posterity is smiling on our knees. 
Convicting us of folly. Let ua go^ 

We wiD trust God. The blank interstices 
Men take for ruins. He will build into 

With pillared marbles rare, or knit across 
With generous arches, tilt the fane's complete. 

This world has no perdition, if some loss. 

Such cheer I gather from thy smiling, Sweet! 

The self-same cherub-faces which emboss 
The Vail, loan inward to the Mercy-seat. 
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